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As Chloe on Flowers reclin'd o'er the Stream 105 
As I ſaw fair Chloe walk alone 
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Bacchus one Day gai'y ſtriding 129 
Before the Urchin well could go go 
Beh old the ſweet Flowers around 112 
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Blab not what you ought to {mother 5 32 
Bleſt Age of Gold com pleatly bleſt 157 
B'eſt as th' immortal Gods is he 73 
Blow, blow thou Winter's Wind 19 
Boſy curious chirſty Fly | 130 
By a cool Founte in's verdant Side 167 
By dimpled Brock, and Fountain brim 71 
By drinking drive dull Care away 144 
By the Beer as brown as Berry | 14 
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Tc ia ſee the bluſhing Roſe 36 
Ceaſe fond Mortals, ceaſe to move 120 
Celebrate this Feſtival 132 
Come all you young Lovers who wan with Dee 
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Come ever ſmiling Liberty 104 
Come follow follow me 46 | 
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Cupid God of pleaſing Anguiſh 21 
Dear Chloe whilſt thus beyond Meaſure 48 
Dear unrelenting cruel Fair 82 
Deep within my burning Heart 120 | 


Did you fee eier a Shepherd, ye Nymphs pais þ 
: | 75 


this Way 


Fair: 
Faitel 
Faire! 
Fair 1 
Faire ? 


Wt! 


4211 

Fim 
Fly C 
-y f. 
Fo IF 
For a 


Forth 
From 
From: 
Fam 
From! 
From {| 


Gepius 
Gentee 
Gentle 
Gently 
Ghoits 
Godde! 
frod fa 


Go Ro 


Had XN: 
Haii! / 
Happ 
Hark! 
Jar ken 
Hark! 
Hark! 
H rk! 
Hear al 
Hither, 
How ble 


of th SONGS, vy 


Pa e 
Fault ard (oft, and gay ard young 12 
Faireſt Daughter of the Skies 125 
Faireſt Iſle, all Ifles excelling 45 
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Fii: Venus they ſay 29 
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Fi me 2 Bowl, a mighty Bowl 116 
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How bleſt were Mortals, would they know 113 
Fiow brimſul of Nothing s the Life of a Beau 59 
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How happy is the Maid 156 
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F once ſaw Cupid in a Dream I21 
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Look where my dear Tlorella {miles 162 
Ls the ſurly Winter's paſt | 28 
Love and Fol'y Were at play 49 
Love's a gentle geo'rous Paſſion 55 
Lying is an Occupation 146 
Maidens, beware ye 85 
Make naſte and away, mine only Dear 152 
Maria, when my Sight you bleſs 55 
Mouſick has Power to melt the Soul 156 
My Fair, ye Swains, is gone aftray 133 
My Love was once a bonny Lad 107 
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No Glory I covet, no Riches I want | 118 
No more ſhall Meads be deck'd with Flowers 71 
Now Phebas ſinketn the Welt 163 
Of all the States in Life ſo various 74 
Of good Eugliſbo Beer out Songs let's raiſe 119 
O gteedy Midas I've been told 13 
Oh ! how could J venture to love one like thee 77 
Oh ! lovely Maid, how gear's thy Pow'r 83 


On ! mv N:/au, did you know how 3 
Old Chiron tu us preach'd to his Pupil Achillis 162 


Once in our Lives 28 

One Day I heard Mary ſay 62 

One Sum mer's Eve, as Strephon rov'd 95 

Oa every Hill in every Grove 158 

On the Tay's verdaut Banks a fair Maid lag te- 
clin'd | 
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O welcome my Shepherd, how welcome to ms 6 
O would4lt chou know What ſacred Charms 8 


Paſtora's come With Myrtle crown'd 93 
Preity Wauton come away 63 
Save Women and Wine 1 
See Chloe how the new blown Roſe 131 
See Daphne ſee Florella ery'd 147 
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Should I die by the Force of good Wine 53 
Silvia wilt thou waſte thy Prime 25 
Soft Invader of my Soul | 143 
Some boaſt of Alexander, and ſome of Hercules 35 
X Some ſay Driaking does diſguiſe Men 8; 
Spring renew:ug, all Things gay 39 


Stella and Flavia every Hour 
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1 Sere bon why that cloudy Fore-head 131 
7 Swains I ſcorn now nice and fair | 
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Sweet are the Charms of her I love 
Sweet were once the Joys I taſted 


Tell me, my Delia, tell me why 

The blytheit Bird that fangs in May 

The Card i vites in Crouds we fly 

The Fields and the Groves in freſh ; 
The Hounds are all out, and the Morning 
The Laſs of Patie's Mil 

The Laſs that would k:ow how to manage 
The La land Lads think they are fine 
The Lawland Maids gang trig and fine 

ihe Luſtre of thy charming i yes 
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Morning is charming all Nature 
bew flown Birds the Shepherds ſing 
Paregt Bird whoſe little left 
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Smiling Morn and bicathing 
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The wait n God that pierces Hearts 

Tho) Bauc's and J are both ancien: and poor 
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Tho tot Seven Years and mair 

Thou ring Sen whoſe gladſome Ray 
Three Nympbs conendce for my Heart 
Thurfſ6ay in the Morn the Ives of May 
The vain Purſoit fond Youth give o'er 

Tris Liberty dear Liberty Liberty alone 

To Chloe's Wit and Blcom and Y.uih 

To heal the Smart a Bee tad mide 
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Modes of the Court ſo common are grown 


107 


To make the Wife kid and to keep ths Houle 
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"Twas in the Bloom of May 
*Twas Summer and the Day was fair 
Twirt pleaſing Hope and pain'al 
Two Gods of great Honour 
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Vainly now ye ſtrive to charm m 
View my fye my lovely Charmer 
Vulcan cont:ive me ſuch a Cup 


We'll drink, and we'll never have done Boys 
We own selinda thou art fair — 
Wat Beauteous Scenes enchants my Sight 
W hat Care I for Aﬀiirs of State 

What Cato adviſes moſt certainly wiſe is 
When Britain firſt at Heav'ns Command 
When Cœlia's Heart unſettled roves 

W hen Dazies py'd and Violets blew 

When firſt by lond Damon Flavella was ſeen 
When here Lncinda fitſt we came 

Wen humming brown Beer 

When Jockey was bleſt with her Love 
When Lacinda's blooming Beauty 

When mighty Jove ſurvey'd Mankind 
When mighty roaſt Beef was the 


When you for me alone had Charms 

| Whenever I'm going, and all the Day long 
While Phillis is drinking Love and Wine 
While ſome for Peaſure waſte their 
While Strephon on fair Chee hung 

Who to win a Woman's Favour 

Wpby be ves my fond Boſom 

| Why ſhould a Heart ſo tender break 
Way ſhould I my Paſſion ſmother 


With early Horn 

With tuneful Pipe and merry Glee 
Would you know how we meet o'er our 
Would you taſte the Noonstide Air 


Ve Gales that gent'y wave the Sea 
e Hunters give Ear to my Song 

= Ye Vedley of Mortals 

Ve Mortals whom Farcys ard Troubles 
Ve Shepherds and Nymphs that adurn 
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Ves I'm in Love, I feel it now 

Ye Swains that are courting a Maid 

Ye Swains who peſfeſs the rich Treaſure 
Ye twice ten hundred Deisies 

Ye Virgin Pow'rs defend my Heart 
Young Roger of the Mili 

Youig 57/049 ever gay and fair 


Vocal MEDLET, &c. 


SONG 1. Jockey and Jenny. 
Jockey. HEN Jockey was bleſt, 


With your Love and your Truth; 
at on Tweed's pleaſant Banks, 
Dwelt ſo blithſome a Youth 3 
With Jenny I ſported it, 
All the Day long, 
And her Name was the Burthen 
And Joy of my Song, 
And ber Name was the Burthen and Toy of my Song. 


— 


Jenny. Fer Jockey had ceas' d, 
Alt his Kindneſs to me, 

There liv'd in the Vale, 

Not fo bappy a She; 

Sach Pleaſures with Jockey, 

His Jenny had kvnown, 

Tat ſhe icorn'd in a Cet. 

* Jhe fine Folks of the Town, 
That the ſcorn' d in a Cot, &C. 
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| 7:ckey What Fears now, ah ! Jockey, 
Peſſoſſes thy Mind, 

That Jenny ſo cooſtant, 

To Willy's been kind; 
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When dancing fo gay, 
With the -Nymphs of the Plain, 
She yielded her Hand, 
And her Heart to the Swain- 
She yielded her Hand, &c. - 


Jenny You falſely Upbraid, 
But remember the Day, 
When with Lucy you toy'd it, 

Beneath the new Hay ; 
When alone with your Lucy, 
The Shepherds have ſaid, 
You forgot all the Vows, 
That to Jenny were made. 
Tou forgot all the Vows, &c, 


Fockey, Believe not dear Jenny, 
My Heart ſtray'd from thee ; 
For Lacy the wonton's 
A Maid till for me: 
From a Laſs tbat's ſo true, 
Your fond Jockey ne'er rov'd, 
Nor once could forget, 
The kicd Jenny he lov'd. 
Nor once could forget, &c. 


Jenny. My Heart for young Willy, 
Ne'er panted nor ſigh'd, 
For you of that Heart, 
Were the Joy and the Pride; 
While Tweed's Waters glide, 
Shall your Jenny be true, 
Nor love my dear Jockey, 
A Shepherd like you. 
Nor love my dear Jockty, &C. 


Jockey, No Shepherd &er met, 
With ſo faithful a Fair. h 


Jury. For Kindneſs, no Yauth, 5 
Can with Jockey compare, 


t #: / 
Both. We'll love then, and live, 
From fierce Jealouſy free, 
And none on the Plains, 
Shall be happy as we, 
Ana none on the Plains ſhall be happy as we. 


SONG 2, Hark ! away ! &c. 


ARK ! away ! 'tis the merry-ton'd horn, 
Calls the hunters all up in the morn : 
To the hills and the woodlands they ficer, 
To unharbour the ont ly ing deer. 


Chor And all the day long, 

This, this is our Song 5 
Still hollowing; 
And following, 

So frolick and free 3 
Our joys know no boa nds, 
Tp hile we're after the hounds, 

No mortals on carth are ſo jovial as we, 


Round the woods when we beat how we glow, 
While the hills they all eccho, hillo! 
With a bounce from his cover when he fles, 
Then our ſhouts they reſound to the skies. 

And all the day long Ec. 


When we ſweep o'er the vallies, or climb, 
Up the health. breathing mountain ſublime, 
What a joy from our labours we feel ! 

W hich alone they who taſte can reveal. 
Aud all the day long, &c. 


SONG 3. Ze twice ten, Ge. 


E twice ten hundred deities, 

To whom we daily ſacrifice 

Ye pow'rs that dwell with fates below. 
And ſee what men are doom'd to do ; 
Where elements in diſcord dwell, 
Thou god of ſleep, ariſe, and tell, 


A 3 
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1 
Tell great Zempoalla what ſtrange fate, 
Muſt on her diſmal viſien wait. 


Py the croaking of the toad, 

In their caves that make abode ; 
Earthy Dur that pants for breath, bs 
With her ſwell'd ſides full of death; | ; By 
By the creſted adders pride, 5 


That along the cliff, do glide ; Not 2 
By thy viſage fierce and black; Tho? : 
By the Death's head on thy back; And 
By the twiſted ſerpents plac'd, £ 
For a girdle round thy waiſt; But 
By the Hearts of gold that deck, And L 
Thy breaſts, thy ſhoulders, and thy neck : The N 
From thy ſleepy mar ſion riſe, Now | 
And open thy urwilling eyes Ne: 
While bubbling ſprings their muſick keep, To Ki! 
That uſe to lull thee in thy ſleep, So hes 
That t! 
SONG 4. O welcome my, Kc. | 
== 
| Welcome my Shepherd, how welcome to me, 
() Is ev'ry Occafion of meeting with thee : ; N 
But when thou art abſent, how joyles em I. 
Contented methicks, I could fit down and die. : She 
J rail at the Hours that ſo ſſowly do move, "8 To | 
While I'm at a D ſtance from all that I love; > * 
With weeping complain of my ill natur'd State, Not the 
F rail at my Being, and curſe my fad Fate. 1 mw 
1 er 
Wich trifling Amuſements, ſometimes I beguile, That fro 
My Cares tor a Moment, and chearfuliy ſmile The 1 
But quickly thy Image return to my Soul, WT he Li 
And in my {ad Boſom new Hurricanes rowl. H pry. 


No Day can be laſting, if thou art not there, Polt pros 
Thy Preſence alone, can thy Shepherdeſs chear 3 Not ſq 
Your Looks like the Sun, drives all Sorrow away, 
And bleſt with thy Sight, I could always be gay. 


ä 
SONG 5. For a Shape, &c. 


OR a Shape, and a Bloom, and an Air, and 
; FE a Mien, 

] yreilla was brighteſt of all the gay Green, 

| But artfully Wild, and affectedly Coy, 

9 Thoſe her Beauties invited, ber Pride would deſtroy. 


By the Flocks as ſhe ſtray'd with the Nymphs 
of the Vale, | 
Not a Shepherd but woo'd her to hear his ſoft Tale: 
Tho' fatal the Paſſion, ſhe laugh'd at the Swain, 
And return'd with Neglect, what ſhe heard with 
diſdain, 


But Beauty has Wings, and too haſtily flys, 

And Love unrewarded ſoon ſickens and dies; 

The Nymph cu:'d by Time of Folly and Pride, 

Now ſighs in her Turn for the Bliſs ſhe deny'd. 
No longer ſhe frolicks wild o'er the Plain, 

To kill with her coyneſs the languiſning Swain; 

So humble her Pride is, ſo ſoften'd her Mind, 

That tho' courted by none, ſhe to all would be kind. 


SONG 6. On the 7. ay's, &c. 


N the Tay's verdant Banks a fair Maid lay 
| reclin'd, | 

: She wept to the Oziers that curv'd to the Wind; 
While Eccho, to Sorrow fo faithful and kind, 

= Repeated her Piaints for her Jockey, 


Not the Nightingale's Voice was mare mournful 


5 and clear, | 
When thus ſhe began, *tis for Loſs of my Dear, 

eguile, hat from Eyes once ſo ſparkling, en forces the Tear 
le ; The Tear which J drop'd for young Jockey. 

Arbe Linnet his Mate chuſes out of the throng, 

= And when he has won her, fits all the Day long 

| till proud of his Conqueſt, repeating his Song; 

vi Not ſo did inconſtant - 
wk inconfant young Jerk: 


— . 
— 
— . ——— — 


Le ſwore 'twas my Beauty his Heart that had won, 
And his Flame was as pure as the Light of the 


Sun 5 


(8) 


But the Maid that believes is as ſurely undone, 
For falſe and deceitful's young Jockey. 


SONG 7. The Silent Lover, Rc. 


Look'd and Ifigh'd, and I wiſh'd I could ſpeak, 


Ind very fain would have been at her; 


Bu when I ftroye moſt, my great P:ſſion to break, 


Stil then 1 f21d leait of the Matter: 

F ſwore to myſelf. and reſolv'd J would try, 
Some Way my poot Heart: to recover, 
But that wa: all vain, for I ſooner could die, 
Than live with orbearing to love her. 


Dear Cælia, be kind then, and ſince your own Eyes 


By Look: can command Adornation, 
Give mine leave to talk too, and do not deſpiſe, 
Thoſe Oglings that tell you my Paſſion: 


We'l! look, and we'll love, and tho? neither ſhould 


ſpꝰak 


The P ealure we'll till be purſuing, 


And fo without Words, I don't doubt we may make 


A very good End of this Wooing. 


SONG 8. 


O wouldji than, Rc. 


Wouldſt thou know what ſacred Charms, 
() Phis deſtin'd Hewr of mine alarms : 
Wa leind of Nymp4 the Reavens decree, 
The Maid tnat's made for Love and me. 


Who j ys to ber the Sigh fincere, 
Who met to ſee the tender Tear; 
From each ungentle Paſhon free, 

O oz ne Maid that's made for me, 


Whoſe Heart with generous Friendſhip glows, 
le ſfio gs ſhe beſtows : 


Vaio feels the 
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C02 
Gentle to all, but kind to me, 
Be ſuch the Maid thai's made to me, 


Whoſe fimple Thoughts devoid of Ert, 
Are all the Natives of her Heart, 
A gentle T'rain of Falſhood free, 
Be {uch the Maid that's made for me. 


Avaunt, ye light Coquets retire, 
Where fl :tizring Fops around admire : 
Unmoy*'4, your Pinſel Charms I fee, 
More genuine Beautys are for me. 


SONG Mouſieur Partin, &c: 


Sing not of Battles ttiat now are to ceaſe, 

Nor carrols my Muſe in the praile of a Peace; 
To ew that ſhe's oft in good Company ſeen, 

Sie hümbly begs leave to fing Morfizur Pantin 
Examine all round, aud at length vou will own, 
His likkensfſ:s daily are met with in Town ; 

'I'hnen !et me my Song undiſturbed begin. 
And ſh:w all his Brothers to Monlizur Pantin, 


Ard firſt pray obſerve that Marge Thing made 


ſor She w, : 
That Compound of Powder and Nonſenie, a Beau, 
So limber his foints, and fo range is his Mien, 

That you cry as he walke, trere's a lantin ? 
How oft have we heard, that the Ladies love Change 
And from one Entertainment, to t'other sn rarge z 
In this they ate conſtant, what Differance was feen, 

hen they lay dowa the Fribble, and took tae 

Pant in. 

Then all ye fair Laſſes, who bloom like the Morn 
Who ſeek not your Beautys by Art to adorn 
When I fee on your Boſom that little Machine, 

I own I am jealous of happy Pautin; 

Ye Youths who have Parts, tho' ye often wear Lace 
No longer let Foplings your Merits diſgrace, 


WM But actack che fair Maid with a refolute Mien, 


Till ſhe claſps her young Lover, and burns be: 
Pantin. 
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| SONG 10. Is vain, dear &c. 


N vain, dear Chloe, you ſuggeſt, 
That I, inconſtant, have poſſeſt, 
Or lov'd a fairer She : 
Wou'd you with Eafe at once be cur'd, 
Of all the Ills you've long endur'd, 
Conſult your Glaſs and me. 


If then you think, that I can find, 

A Nymph more fair, or one more kind, 
You've Reaſon for your Fears : 

But if 1mpartial you will prove, 

To your own Beauty. and my Love, 
How needleſs are your Tears! 


If in my Way I ſhould, by chance, 
_ Give, or receive a Wanton Glance, 
T like but while IJ view : 
How il'ght the Glance, how faint the Kiſs, 
Compar'd to that ſubſtantial Bliſs, 
Which I receive from you! 


With wanton Flight the curious Bee, 
From Flow'r to Flow'r ſtili wanders free, 
Ard where each Bloſſom blows, 
ExtraCts the Juice from all he meets; 
But for his Quinteſſence of Sweets, 
He raviſhes the Role. 


So my fond Fancy to employ,. 
In each Variety of Joy, 
From Nymph to Nymph I roem;. 
Perhaps ſee fifty in a Day ; 
'Fhoſe but are Viſits which J pay, 
But Chloe's till my Home. 


SONG 11. Jove when be ſaw, &e.. 


OVE when he ſaw my Fancys Face, 
With wond'rous Paſſion moy'd 
Forgot the Caſe of human Race, 
And felt at laſt he low -C“. 


Then | 
His 
J Fan. 
O1 
3 


Your 
I Ie 
W hat 
W. 
He gr 
O; 
W hit 


„„ 


Then to the God of ſoft Dekre, 
His Suit he thus addreſt, 

I Fanvy love with mutual Fire, 
O! touch her tender Breaſt, 
1 Fanny love, &fc. 


Your Sighs are hopleſs, Cupid crys, 
I loy'd the Maid before: 

W hat, Rival me, the Pow'r reply 
Whom Gods and Men adore ? 

He graſp's the Bolt, he ſhook che Strings, 
Of his Imperial Throne, 

While Cup d wav'd his roſey Wings, 
And in a Breath was gone. | 
ile Cupid, Se. 


Ober Earth and S-as the God- bead flew, 
But {ti'] no Shelter found; | 
For as he fled, the Dangers grew, 
And Lightning flaffłd around: 
At laſt, his trembling Fears impels, 
His F ight to Fanny's Eyes, 3 
Where happp, ſaſe, and pleas'd he dwells, 
Nor minds his native Skys. 


Where bappy, &c, 


SONG 12. Ls there a Charm, &c. 


S there a Charm, ye Pow'rs above, 
To eaſe a wounded Breaſt ? 

Thro' Reaſon's Glaſs to look at Love, 
To wiſh and yet to reſt: 

Let Wisdom boaſt, tis all in vain, 
An Empire o'er the Mind ; 

"Tis Beauty, Beauty holds the Chain, 

And triumphs o'er Mankind. 


Thrice happy Birds. who on the Spray, 
Unartiul Notes prolong : 

Your feather'd Mates reward the Lay, 
And yield to pow'rful Song : 


' 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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By Nature ferce, without controul, 
The humane Savage ran; 
Till Verſe refin'd the ſtubborn Soul, 
And civilized the Man, 


Verſe turns aſide the Tyrant's rage, 
And chears the drooping Slave; 
It wins a Smile from hoary Age, 
And difapoints the Grave: 
The Force of Numbers muſt ſucceed, 
And ſooth each other Ear; 
Tho' my fond Cauſe ſhou!d Phoebus plead, 
He'd find a Daphne here. 


Did Heav'n fuch wond'rous Gifts produce, 
To curie our wretched Race ; 
Say, muſt we all the Heart accuſe, 
And yet approve the Face ? | 
'Thus in the Sun, be drop'd with Gold, 
The baſkiog Adder lies: 
The Swain admires each ſhinirg Fold, 
Then graſps the Snake and dies. 


SONG 13. Fair and ſoft, &c. 


LAir and foft, and gay, and young, 


All Charms, ſhe play'd, ſhe danc'd, ſhe ſung; Sb 


"there was no way to ſcape the Dart, 
No Care cou'd guard a Lover's Heart. 
Ah why, cry'd I, and dropt a Tear, 
Ador ing. yet deſpairing e'er 
To have her to myſelf alone; 
Was ſo much Sweetneſs made for one? 


But growing bolder, in her Ear, 
I in ſoft Numbers told my Care ; 
She heard, and rais'd me from her Feet, 
And ſeem d to glow with equal Heat, 
Like Heav'n's, too mighty to expreſs, 
My Joy: could be but known by Gueſs ; 
Ah Foo! ſaid I what have a done, 
To wiſh her made for more then one? 


Bot long 


Before 


'er I ha 
b be ſur 


ut ſhe tl 
Will fa 
le too W 


And th 


a —- 
But long I had not been in view, 
*®Z Before her Eyes their Beams withdrew ; 
er I had reckon'd half her Charms, 
*X She ſunk into another's Arms 
Put ſhe that once cou'd faithleſs be, 
Will favour him no more than me; 
Ne too will find himſelf undone, 
And that ſhe was not made for one. 


[BONG 14. O Greedy Midas, &c: 


Greedy Midas, I've been told, | 
"A That what you touch'd you turn'd to Gold: 
That what, &c. 
had I a Pow'r like thire, 
nad, c. 9 
turn whate'er I touch'd to Wine. | 
turn, &c. 


ch purling Stream ſhould feel my Force; 


ch Fiſh my fatal Power ſhould mourn ; | 
Ich Fiſh, &c. | 


= 

8. d wond ring at the mighty Change, : 
Iod wond'ring, &c. | | 
Sgould in their native regions burn. I 

ſung; Would in, &c. ; 


2 55 x ö 
1 


Nor ſhould there any dare t'approach, 
Un to my Mantling, ſparkling Shrioe, 
Mio my. &c. 

fileſt ſhould pay their Votes to me, 
1 firſt, Ec. 


a tile me only God of Wine, 
4 . ſtile, &c. 


NG 15. The Compariſon, Kc, 


Arella and Flavia ev'ry Hour, 
2 Do various Hearts ſur prize: 


Mptella's Soul lies all her pow'r, 
ud Flavia's in her Eyes. 


(- 16 © 


More boundleſs Flavia's Conqueſts are, 
And Stella's more confin'd ; 

All can diicern a Face that's fair, 
But few a heav'nly Mind. 


Stella like Britain's Monarch reigns, 
O'er cultivated Lands 
Like Eaſtern Tyrants, F lavia deigns, 2X 
To rule o'er barron Sands. IM He's ; 
Then boaſt, fair Flavia, boaſt thy Face, | 
Thy Beauty? s only Store; 9 
Each Day that makes thy Charms decreaſe, And 
Will give to Stella more. Shall 


SONG 16 Moore coax ing Mauxa- SO! 
linda, 


B Y the Beer as brown as Berry, 
By the Cyder and the Perry, 


A 
Which ſo oft has made us merry, The f 
With a by down, ho down, derry. And r 
Mauxalinda's I'll remain: long 
True Blue will rever ſtain: We D 
Mavxalinda's I'll remain, Love « 


True Blue will never ſtain. 
True, &c. 


SONG 17. The Amazon. 


Wains, I ſcorn, who nice and fair, 
Shiver at the Morning Air, 
Rough and hardy, bold ard free, 
Be the Man that's made for me. 


Slaves to Faſhion, Slaves to Dreſs, 
Fops themſelves alone careſs; 
Let them without Rival be, 
They are not the Men for me. 


He whoſe nervous Arm can dart, 
The Jav lin to the Tyger s Heart, 
From all ſenſe of Danver free, 

He's the Man that's made for me. 


1 $$ 


= 2 
While his Speed out-ſtrips the Wind, 
Looſely wave his Locks behind : 


From fantaſtick Fopp*ry free, 
He's the Man that's made for me, 


Nor ſimp'ring Smile, nor dimpled Sleek, 
Spoil his manly Sun burnt Cheek, 
By Weather let him painted be, 
He's the Man that's made for me. 


If falſe he proves, my Jav'lin can, 
Revenge the Perjury of Man ; 
And feon another brave as he, 
Shall be found the Man for me. 


SONG 18. Woru'd you know, &c. 


Ou'd you know how we meet o'er our jolly 
full Bowls ? 

As we mingle our Liquors, we mingle our Souls ; 

The ſweet melts the ſharp, the kind ſooths the ſtrong 

And nothing but Friendſhip grows all the Night 
long : 

We Drink, Laugh, and celebrate ev'ry defire ; 

Love only remains our urquenchable Fire. 


SONG 19. Mad Tom, 


Orth from my dark and diſmal Cell. 
Or from the deep Abyſs of Hell, 


Mad Tom is come to view the World again. 


To ſee if he can cure his diſtemper'd Brain ; 


Fears and Cares orpreſs my Soul ; 


Hark! how the argry Furic bowl ! 
Pluto laughs, and Proſeron g d, 


1 | To ſee poor naked Tom of Bedlam mad. 
1 Through the World I wander Night and Day, 


To find my ſtraggliog Seuſes. 
In an angry Mood I met old Time, 


Wich his Pentateuch of Tenſes. 


e T5 
- 359 
SHI 
"BA 
1 
A 
Re 
> 1 
1 
14% 
* vi 
i, Re 


2 i but 
When me he ſpies away he flies, Ws _ | 
For Time will ſtay for no Man: Y 
In vain with Cries I rend the Skies, 2 


For Pity is not common. 


Cod and comfortleſs I be, 
Help. help, or elſe I die! | 
Ha: K II hear Apollo's Team, 
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„ The Carman 'gins to whiſtle; 
1 Chaſte Diana bends her Bow, 
. Aud the Boar begins to briſtle. x 
Wu. Come, Vulcan, with Tools and with Tackle 1 
5 Had knock off my troubleſome Shackle; "oF 
= Bid Charles make ready his Wain, 2M 
=_ Jo bring me my Senſes again, | 7 
g 6 Laſt Nighe I heard the Dog Star bark, EO 
' Wa Mars met Venus in the Dark ; 1 
lil N Limping Vulcan heat an Tron Bar. 'F 
1 And furicuſly make at the great God of War. © 
. Mars with his Weapon laid about, = 
hs Limping Vulcan had got the Gout ; 
5 His broad Horns did io hang in his Light, With, 
119 That he could not ſee to aim his Biows aright. Lil 
= Mercury, the nimble Poſt of Heaven, She d 
Stood ſtill to ſee the Quarrel ; Wt 
Gorrel belly'd Bacchus, Giant like, Her [ 
| Beſtrid a Strong Beer Barrel; 8 
| To me he drank whole Buts, 17 
Uatil he bur& his Guts, 
Put mine were ne'er the wider, O had 
Poor Tom is very dry, Hopto! 
A little Driuk for Charity. Inſur*d 
Hark! I hear the Acteon's Hounds, Pa pre 
The Huntſman whoop and holloo ; Tha 
Ringwood, Rockwood, jowler, Bowman, The £ 
All the Chaſe do follow. ; Shaw 


Tne Man in the Moon drinks Claret, 


Eazs PowGer'd Becf, Turnip, and Carrot, 8 


5 


Put a Cup of Malaga Sack, 
Will fire the Buſh at his Back. 


SONG 20. The Laſs of, Oc. 


HE Laſs of Peaty's Mill, 
So bonny, b'yth and gay, 
In ſpite of all my Skill, 
Hath ſtole my Heart away, 
When tedding of the Hay, 
Bare headed on the Gieen, 
Love midſt her Locks did play, 
And wanton'd in her Eeg. 
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ler Arms, white, round and ſmooth, 
4 Breaſts riſing in her Dawn, 
To Age it would give Youth, 
- To preſs 'em with his Hand, 
© Thro' all my Spicits ran, 
1 An Extaſy of Bliſs, | 
When I ſuch Sweetneſs fand, 

Wrapt in a balmy Kiſs, 


Without the Help of Art, 
Like Flow'rs which grace the Wild, 
She did her Sweets impart, 
Whene'er ſhe ſpoke or ſmil'd, 
Her Looks they were ſo mild, 
Free from affected Pride, 
She me to Love beguil'd, 
I wiſh'd her for my Bride, 


O had I all the Wealth, 
Hoptoun's high Mountains fill, 
Inſur'd long Life and Health, 
And Pleaſures at my Will; 
I'd promile and fulfil, | 
That none but bonny (he, 
The Laſs of Peaty's Mill, 
Shou'd ſhare the ſame wi' me, he 


B2 


( 8 3 $ 
SONG 21. The generons Repulſe. Thr 


= To 
u vain Purſuit, fond Youth give ver ; 1 
| What more, alaſs ! can Flavia do Ard 
Thy Worth I own, thy Fate deplore, = Ye'll 
Al) are not happy that are true. # Rea: 
Soppreſs thy S' ghs, and weep no more; Ot m 


Shou'd Heaven and Earth with the combine, 
Twete all in vain ; ſince any Power, 
To crown tby Love, mult alter mine. 


But, if Revenge can eaſe thy Pain, 
Ie ſooth thule Illis I cannot cure; 
Tell thee I drag a hopeleſs Chain, 

And more than I irfl &, endure, 


SONG 22, Jonny and Nelly. 


Founy, | | 
H, O' for feven Years and mair, Honour 
ſhou'd reave me, 
To F _ where Cannons rair, thou need na prieve 
tnee z 
For deep in my Spirits thy Sweets are indented ; 
And Love ſhall preſerve ay what Love bas imprinted 
Leave thee, leave thee, Il never leave thee, 
Gang the Warld as it will, deareſt believe me, 


Neth. 
O Jonny ! I'm jealous when'er ye diſcover, 
My Sentiments yielding, ye'll turn a looſe Rover; 
And nougbt i' the Warld wad vex my Heart fairer, 
If you prove unconſtant, and fancy ane fairer, 
Grieve me, grieve me, oh it wad grieve me ! 
A' the lang Night and Day, if you deceive me. 


Jonny. | 

My Nelly, let never fic Fancies oppreſs ye, =. 
For, while my Blood's warm, Dl! kindly careſs ye 1 
Your bloom ing ſaft Beauties firſt leeted Love's Fire, 
Your Virtue and wit makes it ay flame the higher, 
Leave thee, lcave thee, I'd never leave thee, 15 
Gang the Warld as it will, deareſt believe me. 


8 
Nelly. 


Then Johnny, I frankly this Minute allow ye, 
To think me your Miſtreſs, for Love gars me 
trow yes 
Ard gin xe prove falſe to ye'r ſel] be it ſaid then, 
Ye'll win but ſma' Honour to wrang 2 kind Maiden, 
Reive me, reave me, Heavens ! it wad reave me, 
Of my Reſt Night and Day, if ye deceive me. 
7 

Bid Iceſhogles hammer red Gauds on the Studdy,, 
And fair Simmer Mornings nea mair appear ruddy, 
Bid Britons think ae gate, and when they obey ye, 


; ut never till that Time, belive I'll betray ye, 


Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee ; 


our 
ieve © 
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Ine Starns ſhall gang Witherſhines e'er I deceive: 


thee, 


SONG 23. Blow, Blow, Sc. 


Low, blow thau Winter's Wind; 
Thou art not fo unkind. 
As Man's Iogratitude, 


IT'hy Tooth is not ſo keen, 


x Becauſe thou art not ſeen, * 


Altho' thy Breath be rude. 


wt 


I 1 
inted Precze, freeze, thou bitter Sky, 


93 


Thou doſt not bite ſo nigh, 
F As Benefits forgot. 
Tho' thou the Waters warp, 


70 
85 
15 
8 
Ys 
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As Friends remembred not. 


. * String is not ſo ſharp, 


T5 if | | 
ter, SONG 24. Te Swains that, Sc. 
' E Swains that are courtiug a Maid, 
£ "is Be warn'd and inftrufted by me; 
FT ho' ſmall Experience I've had, 
'll give you good Counſel, and free, 
For Women are changeable Things, 
eſs ye and ſeldom a moment the ſame, 
| Fire, s Time a variety brings, 
igher, Their Looks new Humoars proclaims ö 
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But he who in Love would ſucceed, 
And his Miſtrefſes Favour ob:ain, 
Muſt mind it as ſure as his Creed, 

To make Hay while the Sun is ſerene : | 1 
There's a Seaſon to conquer the Fair, 8 
And that's when they're merry and gay, 
To catch the Occaſion take Care, Eo | 
When tis gone, in vain you'll Eſſay. \ 3 


SONG 25. The Hounds are, Sc. 


HE Hounds are all out, and the Moraing 
does peep, 
Why how now, you fluggerly Sot, 
How can you, how can you lie ſnoaring aſleep, 
Whilſt we all on Horſeback are got, 
Brave Boys, whilſt, &c. 


I cannot get up for my over Night's Cup, 


So terribly lies in my Head, 1 _ 75 
Beſides my Wife cries my Dear do not riſe, = - ,.. 
But cudle me longer in Bed. = My 5 
My dear Boy, but cuddle, &c. Ae . 


Come on with your Boots, and ſaddle your Mare, 
Nor tire us with longer Delay, 


The Cry of the Hounds, and the fight of the Hare, Wh 
Wil: chaſe thoſe dull Vapours away, pt I'd tak; 
Brave Boys, will chaſe, &c. And 

Dear Kate I muſt go, they'll not be ſaid No: 1 07 aps 
How can you thus leave me ſo foon ? Beceat 
Excuſe me, my Dear, I'll return never fear, Wh 
And cuddle thee e'er it be Noon, Happy 
My Dear Joy, and cuddle, &e. = My 

Hark | bark ! now the Huntſman has Rarted poor 1 
Paſs, L [238 O'er h 

He has her now ſo full in his View; 8 Wit 
We'll never forizke her *till we overiake her, o dr 
Sa ecargirly let us purſue, To: 
Brave Boys, ſo eagerly, &c. O my 
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No Pleaſure like Huntiog to paſs the long Day, 
We ſcour the Hill: ard the Deles; 
At Night for our Supper we feaſt on our Prey, 
Ween o'er a Pot of good Ale, 
Brave Boys, when, &c. 


SONG 26. Cupid's Power, 


Upid, God of pleaſing anguiſh, 
Teach the enamour'd Swain to languiſh, 
1ecach him fierce Deſi es to know, 
Heroes would be loſt in Story, = 
Did not Love inſpire their Glory: 
Love does all that's great below. 


SONG 27. Highland Laddiè. 


{1 E Lawlands Alaids gang trig ard fine, 
But aft they're ſour, and unco ſaucy, 
Sae proud, they never cep be kird, 
Like my good hymoar'd Highland Laſſie, 


D my honny, funny Iliehland Laſſie, 


My lovely, ſmiling Highland Laſſie, 
May never Care make thee leis Fair. 


But Bloom of Touth e ſtillulejs my Lallie. 
Than ony Lais on Borrowitown, 


Who make their Cheeks with Patches motie,, 


I'd tak my Katie, in a Gown, 


And Barefoot, in her little Cotie. 


0 my bonny, c. 


poor 
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Beceath the Brier, or Brecken Buſh, 


Whene'er I kiſs and court my Daviie, 


F Happy and blythe as ane wad wiſh, 


5 Bore 
£4 


My fl:ghteren Heart gangs pittie pattie. 


O my bonny, c. 


O'er higheſt heathery Hill I'll ſtenn, 
With cockit Gun, and Ratches tenty, 


To drive the Deer out of their Den, 


To feaſt my T.aſs on Diſhes dainty. 


O my bouny, Sc. 


(8 7 


There's nane ſhall dare, by Deed or Word, 
'Gar: ſt herito wag a Tongue or Finger, 
Waile I can wield my cruſty Sword, 
Or fiav my Side whiſk out a Whiager,; 
O my bonny &fc 


The M.untins clad with purple Bloom, 

Ard Berries rice Invite my Treaſure, 
To range with me z let great Folk gloom, 

While Werth and Pride confound their Pleaſure, 
O my bunny, & 


SONG 28. The Toper's Example. 


E'L L drink, and we'll never have done, 
Boys: 
Put the Glaſs then round with the Sun, Boys, 
Le: Apollo's Ex:.mple invite us; 
For be's drunk ev'ry Night, 
And that makes him lo bright, - 
That he's able next Morning to light us, 


SONG 29. The Banks of Iunermay. 


K Og E ſmiiing Moin and breathing Spring, 
Invite the tuneful Birds to ſing; 

And as they warb'e from each Spiay, 

Love melts the univerſal Lay ! | 


Let us Amanda-timely. wiſe, 
Like them employ che Hour that flies; 
And in ſoft Murmurs waſte the Day, 
Amidſt the Birks of Innermay. 


Soon wears Summer of the Year, 
And Love like Winter will appear ; 
Like this your lively Bloom will fade, 
As that will ſtrip the verdant Shade. 


Our Taſte for Pleaſure then is o'er, 
The feather'd Songſters charm no more; 
And when they droop, and we decay, 
Adieu the Birks of Innermay ! | 
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SONG zo. Come Neighbours, Ge, 
3 Sw Neighbours, now we've made our Hay, 


4 
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The Sun in Haſte, 
1 Drives to the Weſt, 
XZ With Sports conclude the Day. 
Let ev'ry Man chooſe out his Laſs, 
And then ſalute her on the Graſs ; 
7 And when yoa find, 
"8 She's coming kind, 
= Let not that Moment paſs. 
Cho. We'll toſs off our Bowls to true Love and Honour, 


XZ To all kmd loving Girls, and the Lord of the Manor. 


At Night when round the Hall we're ſat, 

1 With good brown Bow), 

be” To chear our Souls, 

And raiſe a merry Chat; 

When Blood grows warm, and Love runs high, 
And Jokes about the Table fly ; 

| Then we retreat, 

+ And that repeat, 


Pris; cos tg 


8 2 : 
. 
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5 Which all would gladly try. 
Cho. Veli toſs off cur Bowls, &c. 


Let lazy Great ones of the Town, 

8 | Driok Night away, 

4 And fleep all Day. 
Till Gouty they are grown: 

Oor nightly Sports ſuch Vigour give, 
That oftentimes we do revive, 

A And kiſs our Dames, 
8 | With ſtropger Flames, 
Than any Prince alive. 

cho. We'll toſi off our Bowls, fc, 


\ 
6-13 
2 
1 
24 
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Ith tuneful Pipe and merry Glee, 


IF Young Focky won my Heart ; 
A diyther Loon you ne'er «id ſee, 

4 All Beauty without Art: 

Iz 


. 
0 y 


( 34. ) 


His ſoothing Tale did ſoon prevail, 
To gaio my fond Belief : | ; 
But now the Swain -roves o'er the Plain, 
And leaves me full of Grief. 


Young Femmy courts with artful Song, 
But tew regard his Moan 3 
The Laſſes about Focky Throng, 
And 7emmy's left alone: 
In Aberdeen, (ure ne'er was ſeen, 
A Loon that gave ſuch Pain; 
He daily woes and ſtills puriues 5 
Till he does all obtain. 


But ſoon as he hath gain'd the Bliſs, 
Away the Loon does run ; 

And hardly will afford a Kiſs, 
To filly me undone, 

Bonny Molly, Maggy, Dolly, 
Avoid my roving Swain 

His wily Tongue, Vefure you ſhun, 
Left you like me complain. 


Ould you taſte the Noontide Air? 
To yon fragrant Bow'r repair, 

W here woven with the Poplar Bough, 
The mantling Vine will ſhelter you. 


Down each Side a Fountain flows, 
Tinkling, murmuring as it goes, 
Lightly o'ver the moſſy Ground, 
Saltry Phcebus ſcorning round, 


Round the languid Herds and Sheep, 
Streten'd o'er ſunny Hillocks aſleep, 
W hile on the Hyacinth and Role, 
The Fair does all alone repoſe. 


All alone — and in her Arms, 


Your Bieaſt may beat to Love's Alarms, 


Till bleſt and bleſſing you ſhall own, _ 
The joys of Love are Joys alone. 


XCullvia, 
3% S Stra 
bou haſt 
Erery 0 
Wn eund the 
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F Doly Vie 
-X Softly c 
Is a furt} 
Lee her 
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3H e Stars 
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DONG 33. Silvia wilt thou, Gc 
4 HOI via, wilt thou waſte thy Prime, 
Strangers to Joys of Lo ve: 


Thou baſt Youth, and that's the Time, 
2X7 Every Minute to improve. 
Reund thee wilt thou never hear, 


Little wanton Girls ard Boys, 


4 | weetly ſounding in thy Ear, 
lafant's prate and Mother's Joys, 


©oly View, that little Dove, 

# Softly cooing to his Mate; 

s a further proof of Love, 

x See her for his Kiſſes wait, 

$ 1 that charming Nightingale. 

As he flies from Spray to Spray, 
veetly I unes an am':ous Tale, 

3 1 love, I love, he ſtrives to (ay, 


$E&0ou'd I to thy Sou! Reveal, 

Bat the leaft, the thcuſandth Part, 
D! thoſe Pleaſures Lovers Feel, 
la a mutual Change of Hearts : 

I Chen repenting would'ſt thou ſay, 
TV; irgin Fears from hence Remove, 
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4 All the Time is thrown away, 
That we do not ſpend in Love. 


SONG 34 The roaring Boy. 


LL fail upon the Dog ſtar, 

And then purſue the Morniog , 
2239! chaſe the Moon till it be Noon, 
1 1 In make her leave her Horning, 


1 climb the froſty Mountain, 
Aud there T']] coin the weather; 
. | tear the Rainbow from the Sky. 
. 4 And tye both ends togꝑcther. 

hee Stars pluck from their Orbs too, 
And croud them in my Budget: 


( "0 
BY 2) 
bt > 6 ) 1 


Ard whether I'm a roariug Boy, "> 
Let all the Nation judge it. nat 


; 

SONG 35. ive reaſons for drinking. All 

F all be true that I do Think, Fe 

There ate F ve Reaſons we ſhou'd Drink: 3 ph 

Good Wine, a Friend, or being dry, * L , 

Or leſt we ſhou'd be by and by, bn "1 
Or any other reaſon why. 3 Foal 
/ . =_ 

SONG 36. The Parent Bird, Sc. w 

Jiealo 

Ant Parent Bird whole little Neſt, 14 | Le 

Is by its tender young Poſſeſs'd. XX With 

W :th ſpreading Wings and downy Breaſt, 1 Tt 

Does cheriſh tem with Love: Tho 

But ſoon as Nature plumes their Wings, Sh 


Ard guides their Flight ro Groves and Springs, 
Quite unconcern'd the Parent Sings, 
Regardleſs where they Rove. 


Whilſt hapleſs we, of Human Race, 


V 


The a ding Cares of Life embrace 3 Does 
And 1}! our beſt Affections Place. Her 
On what procures us pa in: That 
Our Children, as their Years increaſe, Is wi 
Increaſe our Cares, and ſpoil our Peace, And 
Paternal Love can never Ceaſe, Had 
But ever will Remain. 1 re 

| "2X Conn 

SONG 37. 7 be Shepherd's Cm. Yeu 
plaint. 1 Nor t 

| XX Know 

Qi were once the Joys I taſted, Vertu 
All was Jollity and Love; Then 


Time — too nimbly haſted, Shall 


Which on Pleaſures Wings did move, 
Chloe, then was al! my Treaſure, 
Never was a richer Swain, 
Chloe, doubled every Pleaſure, 
Chloe bauiſh'd every Pain. 


1 
But the envious Gods repining, 


- So much Bliſs on earth to fee; 
NJ. All their bittereſt Curſes joining, 


2 Daſh'd my Cup with Jealouſy, 
XZ New where erſt my Pipe reſounded, 
3 Steals the Sigh and heart felt Groans 3 
Love by Fears and doubts ſurrounded, 
III diſputes a tottering Throne. 
22 Fool that ever art purſuing, 
Se. What conceal'd is ever beſt ; 
Þ Jealouſy love's Child and Ruin, 
\S Leave O!] leave my tortur'd Breaſt, 


With the Slave thy Power confeſling, 
Thou too Venus mildly deal, 

-Z Thoſe who ſhun or flight the Ble fling, 

"2X <Should alone thy Vengeance feel. 


SONG 38, I hat beauteous Scenes 


WI. beauteous Scenes enchant my Sight! 
How cloſely yonder Vine, 

Does round that Elm's ſupporting Height, 

Her wanton Rivglets twine ! 

That Elm, no more a barren Shade, 

Is with ber Cluſters erown'd; © 

And that fair Vine without his Aid, 

Had crept along the Ground, 


Let this, my fair One, move thy Heart, 
Connabial Joys to prove; 
Yet mark what Age and Care impart, 
Nor thoughtleſs ruſh on Love: 
Know thy own Bliſs and Joy to hear, 
Vertumnus loves thy Cham; 
The Youthful! God who rules the Year, 
Shall keep thy Groves from hai ms, 


While ſome with ſhort liv'd Paſſion glow, 
His Love remains the ſame, 
On him alone thy Hea:t beſtow, 
And crown his conſtant Flame 3 


„ 


N 


— 


C7 
So ſhall no Froſt's untimely Power, 
eſorm tue blooming Spring, 


So ſhal} thy Trees, from Blaſts ſecure, 3 
* Then wanted Tributes bring. F 
SONG 38. A Toaſt to your Wives. 
Nee in our Lives, "> 

Let vs dring to our Wives, 1 

Tho' their Numbers be bat ſmall - - 
Heaven take the Beſt, = 
And the Devi] take the Reſt, A 
And io we ſhall get rid of them all, 1 
To this hearty Wiſh, EP 1 
Let each Man take his Diſh, | 2 
And Drink, Drink till he fall. : 1 


SONG 40. Lo, the Surley, &. 


J O, ths ſurley Winter's paſt, 
With every Ruffiio Blaſt, 
Ihat how!'d upon the Mountain's Brow, 
And ſhook the Sounding Woods below, 
Thee lovely Spting with joy we view, 
To thee our choiceſt Songs are due, 
For thee the ſprouting Births appear, 
Thou genial Morhing of the Year, 
T hou genial, &c. | 


By thee, the kindling Bluſhes riſe, 
By thee, &c. 
And brighter Charms in Phœbe's Eyes, 
And brighter, &c. 
Thy ſoit'oing Gales her Boſom move, 
Thy ſoft'ning, &c, 
Whilſt all her yielding Soul is Love, 
Whilſt all, &c. 


Receitat. 


Inſeir'd by thee groſs Atoms Life receive, 
ard animated Earth begins to Live, 
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He ſtumbled into a great Town, Sir, 
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x Since begging brings little relief, Sir, 
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Lovely Seaſon of Defire, | 
Set her tender Bfeaſt on Fire, 
Happieſt Seaſon of the Year, 


Make her Kind as ſhe is Fair, 
Make her, e. 
To thee my choiceſt Stories I'll bring, 
Lovely charming bluſhing Spring, 
To thee, &c 


SON 41. Come let us prepare, &c. 


Air Venus, they ſay, 
On a rainy dleak Day, 
Thus ſent her Child Cupid a packing: 
Get thee gone from my Door, 
Like a Son of a Whare. | 
And elſewhere ſtand bouncing and cracking, 


To tell the plain Tru, 
Oar little blind Youth, 


Beat the Hoof a long while up and down, fir, 


*T ill all Dangers paſt, + 
By good fortune, at laſt J 


Then ſtraight to himſelf, 
Crys this tiny ſly Elf, ; me 


A Trade I'll commence, 
That ſhall bring in the Pence ; 


And ſtraight be ſer up for a Thief, Sir, 


At the Play.houſe and Kick, ht 
Where he ſlily did Lurk, 

He ſtole Hearts both from young and old People, 
Till at laſt, ſays my Sorg, ” 
He had like to bave ſwung, 

On a Gallows as high as a Steeple, 


Then with Arrows and Bow, 
He a Soldier muſt go; 


W And ſtraight he ſhot Folks without Warning; 


8 


( 3 


He thought it no Sin, f 
When his Hand once was in, _ 
To kill you a Hundred his Morning, 738 3 

"LY | J [4 


When he found that he made, 


Little Gains by his Trade, is: 
What does our-ſly graceleſs Blinker, Voor 
But ſtraighi chang'd his Note, 1 Pat or! 

As well as his Coat, = 
And needs he muſt paſs for a Tinker, n Lou 
1 {i ne 


Have you any Hearts to Mend, 
Come [Þ'I! be your Friend, 8 

Or elſe ] expe& not a Farthing: Ho ta 
Fao' they're burnt to a Coal, 48 
I'il ſoon make them Whole; 

And, Maids, is not this a fair Bargain. 


But, Maids, have a Core, 
Of this Tinker beware, 
Shun the Rogue, tho? he ſets ſuch a Face on't ; 
Where he ſtops up one Hole, 
*T'is true by my Soul, 
He'll at leaſt leave a Score in the place on't. 


SONG 42. Toung Roger, Kc. il 

Oung _—_ of the Mill, one Morning very 7 

oon. Th 

Put on his beſt Apparel his Hoſe and clouted Shoon | 
And he a wooing went to bonny buxom Nell : 7 

Adz oks, Cries he, could'ſt ſancy me? I like thee uy 
wondrous well, I like, &c. by 


My Horſes I have dreſt, and giv'n them Corn and 
Hay; (Way, 
Put on my beſt Apparel; and having come this 
Let's fit and chat a while, with thee, my bonny Nell 
Adzooks, cries he, could'ſt fancy me? Ize like thy 
| Perſon well, I like, &c. 


Young Roger, you're miſtaken, the Damſel then 
reply d; 1 
I am not in iuch haſte to be a Plow man's Bride 3 
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pow then live in Hops to marry a Farmer's Son 
lt it be fo, ſays Hodges, ll go; iwcer Miltreſs 1 


AF | ha ve done.“ 
Voor Horſes you have dieft as J have heard you ſay 
but on your beit Apparel; and having come this 


Way, 

Come ſi and chat a while, O no need not I, 

['i! neither wait, nor chat nor prate, Ize other I:ſh 
to Fry, 


| Go take your Farmer's Son, with all my honeſt 
Heart, (and Cart, 

bat tho! my Name! be Roger that go to Plow 

11 5 not tarty long, e e'er J do gain a Wife, 

9 Ibete's boxom Joan, it is well kuown, ſhe loves 

bo | me as her Life, 


Pray what of buxum Joan, can't I pleaſe you as 
+ vieli ? 

3 For ſhe 1 ne'er a Penny, and T am bouncing Nell. 
7 And [ have fiity Shillings juſt, the Money made 
. him ſmile, (chez a while. 


Te Oh then my dear, I'll draw a Chair, and chat with 

very 1 | Within half an Hour's Space, this Couple a Bar- 
7 gain ſtruck. 

hoon i And I hope then with the Money they both may 
. $4. have good Luck 

thee 1 I. have Forty Shillings, mo:e, with which a Cow, 
39 weill buy 
5M We'll join our Hands i in Wedlock Bands, then who 

n and | i but you and 1? 

Wa ', 5 1 

"i SONG 43. Fir all the, Rc. 

Nel Lor all the Wealth the Eaſt can lend, 

e thy bt My Heart ſhall ne'er be fo!d ; 
3 8. oy een Joye in Show' rs deſcend, 

W AF ove perſuzding Gold. 
12 The gilded Bait, to Fools I'd throw, 
le z My Freedom” s all ] crave, 


By that alone we learn to Know, 


A 


3 


C.4n 


The Monarch from the Slave, hen |} 
x By that alone, &c. nd pre 
lj If Hymen's Bonds my Heart inflave, 
ll Or Love invade my Mind: 
Oh ! let me have the Youth that's brave, he Bez 
| And gen'rous as he's kind, hews | 
9 Thus we have all our Hearts Deſire; 
106 No Cares our Soul can move, uta C 
For Virtue lights the pureſt Fire, or hou 
And feeds the Lamp of Love. vp | 
For Virtue, &c. 0 
| 0 he Co 
SONG 44 Te Medley, &c. WV ill ca 
| LIT ct thei! 
E Medley of Mortals that make up this Throng 


Spare your Wit for a Moment, and liſt to my 
Song :. (new, 
What you would not expect here, my Wit ſhall be 
End what is more ſtrange ev'ry Word ſhall be true. 
Sing Tantararara Truth all, Truth all, 
Sing Tantararara Truth all 


Not a Toy in the Place you'll buy cheaper than mine 
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Bring your Laſf:s to me & you'll fave all you Coin, Nad Re 
The Ladies alone will pay dear for my Skill, =P X 
For if they. will hear me, their Tongues muſt lye ſtill 
| Sing Tantararara Mute all. With a. 
0 in your 
Tho* our Revels are ſcorn'd by the Grave and the a 
Wiſe, (ſpiſe ;. | Till Dec 


Yet they p:aCtiſe all Day, v hat they ſeem to de- hen yo 
Examine Ma-kird from the great to the ſmall, 1 
Each Mortal's diſguis'd. and the World is a Ball. 


Sing Tantararara Maſs all, 2 » 
ac | 
The Parſon brimfol of October and Grace. uc if, C 
With a long taper Pipe, and a round ruddy Face, oo at | 
Will rail at our Doing — bot when it is Dark, "x ye 
The Doctor's diſguis'd and led home by the Clerk. Bi | 
Sing Tantararara Maſes all, ON 

The fierce roaring Blade, with long Sword and 
cock'd Hat, (do that 2 S t 
Who with Zounds he didth's, and with ſblood he'll 1 U. 
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E 
When he comes to his Trial, he fails in his Part, 


And proves that his Looks were but Mazks to is 
Heart. 


Sins Jautararas a 222 all. 


1 he Beau Ads the Rike and will talk o Amcours. 
news Letter from Wives, and Appointments from 
1 Whoies, 

gut a Creatute fo modeſt, avoids all Diſgrace, 
For how would he biuſh. ſnould he meet Face to 
8 Face. Sing Tantararara Maſks all. 


The Courtiers and Patriots mong other fine Things, 
"ol ill talk of their Country, und Love to their Kings 
IF ec their Masks will d op cf, it you ſnake but the 
1 Pelf, - 

od ſhew King and Country all center'd in Self, 

b 9 Sing Tantararara Maſhs all. 

IF ith ao Outſide of Virtue, M.is Squeamiſh the 
Þ Prude, - (rude 5; 
Þ 1 you touch her, ſhe faints, if you ſpeak you are 
0 8 "hu: She's prim aud She's coy, till her Bloſſoms 


F are gone, 
And when Mellow, She's pfuck'd by the Coachman 
or John Sing Tantararara Maſks all, 


rich a grave Mask of Wisdom ſay Puyfic and Law 
91 your Caſe there's no Fear, in your Cauſe there's 
0 no Flaw ; 

1 1 Till Death and the Judge have decreed they look big 
3 5 T ben you find you have truſted a full botom'd Wig 


Sing Tantararara Maſts all, 


Wo Fhus Life is no more than a round of deceit, 
ach Neighbour will fi:d that his ncxt is a Cheat 
hut if, Oh ye Mortals, theſe tricks you purſue, 

a ou at laſt cheat yourſe ves — and the Devil cheats 
you. Sing Tantararara Maſks all. 


Fo bono is. @& 5 ipling Joon, &c 


3 S tipling Fobn was jogging on 
= 
1 Upon a Riot Night; — 
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With tott'ring Pace; and fiery Face, 
Suſpicious of high hig: 
The Gus ds bo trok him, by bis look, 
For ſome ef Firebrand, 


Ask'd, wicnc he came, what was his Name; 


Wo ae yu 7 ſtand Friend, ſtand. 


I'm going Home ; from meeting come, 
Ay ſaye one, tn s the Caſe: 

Some meeting d his burtt you ſee, 
T'he Fl2mets ſtiil in his Lace, 


Jobn tnougut t' was me to purg? his Crime, 


And iaid, my chief inteut, 
Wa, to aſſnage my thirſty rage; 
That meeti g was I meant. 


Come, Friend, be plain, you trifle in vain, 
Says one, prey Jet us know, 
That we may find how you're irclin'd, 
Are you high Church or Low ? 
John ſaid to that, I'll tell you what, 
To end debates and Strife, | 
All I can fay this is the Way, 
I Steer my Courſe of Life. 


I neer to B nor Burgeſs go, 
To Steepie-houle nor Hall; 

The Brisk bar B] be& ſuits my Zeal; 
With, Gent/cmen d ye call? 
Now judge, am I Low Church or High, 
From that Tower with no Siceple, 

Whole merry Toll exalts the Soul, 
And muſt make Hignflown People? 


| The Guards came on, and look'd at John, 


/ With Countenance moſt pleaſant ; 

By Whiſper round they all ſoon found, 

' He was no dapg'rous Peaſant ;: 

So, while John ſtood, the beſt he cou'd, 
Expecting their Deciſion, 

Damn him ſays one, let him be gone, 
He's of our cwn Religion, 
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SONG 46. In my. — &c. 


N my Triumphant Chariot hurl'd, 
I range around the World, 
Tis I mad Tom drive all before me : 
While to my royal Throne I come ; 
Bow down, my Slaves, and adore me, 
Your Sovereign Lord, mad Tom, 
W hat, though the Sceptre that I bear, 
Is all but Dream and Air ? 
I've the Pleaſure of Crowns, 
Without the Care. 


And tho? I give Law, 
From Beds of Straw, 

And dreſs in a tatter'd Robe 3 
The Madman may be, 
More a Monarch than he, 

That commands the Vaſſ . Globe. 


SONG 47. The Laſs that, &c. 


HE Laſs that wou'd know how to manage a 
Let her liſten, and learn it from me, (Man, 
H:s Courage to quell, or his Heart to trapan, 
As the Lime and Occaſions agree. 


The Girl that has Beauty, too? ſmall be her wit, 
May wheedle the Clown or the Beau : 

The Rake may repe! ; or may draw 16 the cit, 
By the uſe of that pretty Word — No. 


When Powder'd Toupees in erowds round her chat, 
Each ſtriving his Paſſion to Show ; 

With kiſs me, and ſove me, my Dear, and all chat, 
Let her Anſwer be ſtill, No, no, no. 


When a Doſe is contriv'd to lay Virtue aſleep, 
A Preſent a Treat or a Ball; 

She ſtill muſt refuſe, if ver empire ſhe'd keep, 
And No — be her anſwer to all 


But when Maſter Dapper wit offers his Hand, 
Her Partner in Wedlock to go 3 


WE 


A Houſe and a Coach, and a Jointer in Land, 
Sac's an Idiot, if then ſhe ſays No. 5 


Whene'er ſhe attack'd by a youth full of Charms, 
Who'e Courtſhip proclaims him a Man; 

When preſt to his Boſom, and claſp'd in his Arms, 
Then let her ſay No, if ſhe can. Fo 


SONG 48. Czliaſee the, &c. 


JE 114 lee the bluſhing Roſe, 5 

Ard it's Fragrant Sweets diſcloſe; 
Ine Flower that ev'ry Flower outvies, 
Oh! ſee it Sickens, Droops and dies 
New Flowers returning Seaſons bring, 0 
But Beauty has no ſecond Spring. 
Czlia, ſee the ſetting dun, 
He apain ſhall riſe anon ; 
I'th Morning dreſs'd in brighteſt Flame, 
He'll ſhine another and the ſame, 
But we when ſet our Lite ſhort Light, 
Muſt ſleep in one Ete:nal Night, 

Come let us all Care employ, 
To improve our ev'ry joy; 

Courting Pleaſure, let's embrace, 
The ſmilipg Hours in Rapture paſs : 
Let's kindly treat the Golden now, 
That it may wiſh to ſlay, 

For it once fled, 

And Cziia dead; 
Ah! hear thy anxious Lover true, 
Ah! hear, &c 
Bright as thy Eyes no Sun ſhall riſe, 
Nor Flower hloom ſo ſweet as thou, my Love. 


SONG 49. The Lyvers Invocation. 


Hen Cælia's Heart unſettled roves. 
To Hills, and Dales, or flow'ry Groves, 
W hen, &c. ; 
Oh ! cell me Love, the Time and Day, 
This little Heart will run ailray, 
Oh ! tell, &c, 
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If te ſome Shade, from Summer's heat. 
Tos little Heart ſhauld ſeek Retreat; 
Dir-& me Love this Heart to find, 
For in that Shade ſhe'll prove more Kind. 


If near ſome Stream where Cryſtal fall, 
Invites tae Virgin to its Call.“ ths 
Sweet murmuring Echo reach my Ear. 
And ſoy, my Love, your Heart is there. 


Then ſwift as Light I'll ſeek the Way, 
And make this littie Heart my Prey © 
Kind Love with Joy, hall make her wr, 
She ne'et reports, the Heart was ito!'n; 


SONG 50. 7h Britiſh Grenadiers 


Ome boaſt of Alexander, and ſome of Hercules, 

Ot Eedtor and Iyſanden, aud rome ſuch Scrubs 

as theſe, (:pp are, 

Put al] che World acknowicdges true Courage moit 
In rub, dub, dub, —— Brave Pritifh Grenadiers, 

Thoſe Scrubs that were caifd Herce:, ner 

Knew a Cannon Ball. (withal, 

Nor krew the Force of Powder, to kill their Foes 

O:r braver Boys do ſhew it, & baniſh all their fears, 
In rub, dub, dub, — Brave Britiſh Grenadiers. 


The God of Battle's pleas'd ; Bellona too doth ſmile 
To ſee theſe mighty Heroes of this our Britiſb Ifle, 
Out do all the P:etenders of this cur Eartaly Sphere 
In rub, dub, dub — 3rave Bit Grenadiers, 


For when that we're cemmanded to ſtorm th? 
Palliſadoes, (Gre nadoes 5 

Our Leaders march with Fuziez, and we with Hand 
We toſs 'em from the Glacis about our Enemies Ears 
With rub, dub, dub, —— Brave Britiſb Grenadiers 


Then let us fill a full Glaſs, and drink a Health 
to Thoſe, | (Cloaths, 
Who wear the Caps and Pouches, and Regimental 


we 
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May they and their Commanders live happy many 
Years, 


In rub, dub, dub — and all their Grenadiers. 


SONG 51. Te Alortals whom, &c- 


E. Mortals whom Fancys and Troubles perplex, 
W hom Folly m{{guides and Io ft: mites vex, 
Wnoſe Lives hardly kuow what i: is to bleſt, 
Who tile without Joy, ard lie down without Reſt, 
Obey the glad Summons, to Lethe iepa r, 
D:iok deep to the Stream, ard [orget all your Care 
Drink deep, &c. 


Old Viaids ſhall forget what they wiſh'd for in 
vain | 

And young Ones the Rover they cannot regain 3 
The Rake ſhall forget, haw lait Night he was cloy'd 
And Chloe again be with Paſſion enjoy'd, 
Obey then the Summons, to Lethe repair, 
And diink an Obl;vion to Trouble and Care, 

Ard drink, &C; 


The Wife at one Draught may forget all ber 
Wants. 

Or dtench the fond Fool to forget her Ga lants 3 
The troubled in Mind ſhall go chearivl away, 
And yeſterday's Wretch be quite bappy to Day, 
Obey then the Summons, to Lethe repair, 
Aud drink an Oblivion to Trouble and Care. 

Aud drink, & c. 


SONG 52. Sweet are the Charms 


Weet are the Charms of her I love, 
Moce frag ant than the Damask Roſe, 
Soft as tre Down o Turtle Dove, | 
gentle as Winds when Zephyr blows. 
Ref: ſhi'g as delcending Rains, 
So Sun burnt Climes and chirſty Plains. 


True as the Needle to the Pole, 
Or as the Dial to the Sun, 
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Conſtant as gliding Waters roll, 

Whoſe ſwelling Tides obey the Moon; 
From every other Charmer free, 

My Life and Love ſhall follow thee: 


The Lamb the flow'ry Thyme devours, 
The Dam the tender Kid purſues, 
Sweet Phi logiel, in ſhady Bowers, 
Of verdant Spring, her Notes renews ; 
All follow what they moſt admire, 
As I purſue my Soul's Deſite. 


Nature mult change her beautieous Face, 
And vary as the Seaſons riſe , 

As Winter to the Spring gives Place, 
Summer the Approach of Autumn flies: 

No change on Love the Seaſons bring, 

Love only knows perpetual Spring. 


Devouring Time, with ſtealing Pace, 
Makes lofty Oaks and Cedars bow, 
And Marble Towers and Walls of Braſs, 
In his rude March he levels low : 

But Time, deſtroying far and wide, 
Love from the Soul can ne'er divide. 


Death only with his cruel Dart, 
The gentle God head can remove, 
And drive him from the bleeding Heart, 
To mingle with the Bleſt abo ve. 
Where known to all his kinded Train, 
He finds a laſting Reſt from Pain, 


Love and his Siſter fair, the Soul, 

Twin born from Heaven together came: 
Love will the Univerſe controul, 

W hen dying Seaſons loſs their Name ; 
Divine Abodes ſhall own his Power, 
When Time and Death ſhall be no more. 


SONG 53. Spring renewins, &c 
Pring renewing, all Things gay, 
Nature's * all obey; 


{ 4 2 


In each Creature we'may lee, 
The Effects of Love's Decree ; 
Such their State, ſuch their Fate, 
Do not, Polly, ſlay too late. 
Do not Polly, Sc. 


Look around, and ſee them play, 
All are wanton whilit they may; 
Why ſhould precious Time be lot ? 
After Summer comes a Froſt, 

All purſue Natur's Due, 
Let us, Polly do fo too, 
Let us Polly, Cc. 


Flowers all araund us growing, 
Herds on ev'ry Meadows lowing, 
Birds on ev'ry Branch are wooing, 
Turtles all around us ccoing ; 

See they woo, hark ! they coo, 
Let us, Polly, do fo too, 
Let as, Polly, Sc. 


Marls how kind yon Swain and Laſs, 
Gently fit on yonder Graſs ; 
See how earneſtly he purſues, 
Whilſt the bluſhing, can't refuſe, 

See yon Two, how they woo, 
Let ns, Polly, do ſo too, 
| Let us Polly, &c. 


Mark that Cloud above the Plain, 
See, it ſeems to threaten Rain; f 
Flocks and Herds do run together, 
Seeking Shelter from the Weather, 

Fear not you, I'll be true, 
Therefore, Polly, be fo too. 
Therefore, Polly, be jo too. 


SONG $54 Ey Jove J be Free. 


Ame all you young Loves who wan with 
| Deſpair, 
Ccmpole idle Sonnets and ſigh for the Fair; 
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Who puff op their Pride by enchancing their Charms 
And tel) them 'tis Heaven to lie in their Arms; 
Be wiſe, by Example, take Pattern from we, 
For let what will happen. By Jove I'll be free. 
| By Jove Il] be free. 


Young Daphne I ſaw, in the Trap I was caught, 
] ly'd avd I flatter'd, as Cuſtom has taught, 
] prefs'd her to bliſs, which ſhe granted full ſoon, 
But the Date of my Paſſion exfir'd with the Moon, 
She vow'd ſhe was ruin'd, I ſaid it might be, 
I'm forry wy Dear but by jeve I'll be free. 
But by Jove Til be free. 


The next was young Phillis as bright as the 
Morn : 

The Love that I profler'd ſhe treated with Scory\; 
Jlaogh'd at her Folly, and told her my Mi 

That none could be handſome, but ſeach as 

Kind, 
Her Pride ard ill Nature were loſt updn me; 
For in ſpite of fair Faces, by Jove I'll be free. 
By Zove Lil be free. 


ere 


Let others call Marriage the Harbour of Joys, 
Calm Peace I delightin, and fly from all Noite : 
Some chuſe to be hamper'd, 'tis ſure a ſtrange Rage, 
And like Birds they fing beſt when they're put in a 

Cape ; 
Cor nem ee Devil, 'twas ne'er made for me, 
Let who will be bound Slaves, by Jove l'll be free, 
3y Fove P11 be free, 


Then let the brisk Bumper run over the Glaſs, 
In a Toaft to the yourg and beautiful Laſs ; 
Who yielding and eaſy, preſeribes no dull Rule; 
Nor thinks its a Wonder a Lover ſhould cool; 
Let us bill like the Sparrow, and rove like the 
Bee, 
For in ſpite of grave Leſſons, By Jove I'll be free, 
By Fave I'll be free, 
"2-8 


Ct = 8 
SONG 55.When here, Lucinda, &c. 


\ Hen here, Lucinda, firſt we came, 
Where Arno rolls his filver Stream, 
How brisk the Nymphs, the Swains how gay ? 
Content inſpir'd each rural Lay, 

The Birds in Jivelier Concert ſung, 

The Grapes in thicker Cluſters hung; 

Ail look'd as Joy could never fail, 

£,nzong the Sweets of Arno's Vale. 


Baut now, ſince good Pale mon dy'd, 
ne chief of Shep eids and the Pride; 
ew Arno's Sons muſt all give Place, 
2 Northern Swains an Lon Race: 
The Taſte of Fleaſure now is o'er, 

Jay Notes, Lucinda, pleaſe no more 
Ihe Muſes droop, the Goths prevail, 
Adieu! he Sweets of Arno's Vale. 


SONG 56. The Bacchanalian's Wiſh, 


A D Neptune, when ficſt he took Charge of 
the Sea, 


keen as wile, or at leaſt been as merry as we. 
led have thought better on't, and, inſtead of his 
Brine, ( VWtim——rC 
Would have fill'd the vaſt Ocean with generous 
Wauld hade 61d, &c, 


What Trafficking then would have been on the Main 
For the Sake of good Liquor as well as for Gain, 
No Fear then of Tempeſt, or Danger of Sinking, 

The Fiſhes ne'er drown, they are always a drinking 

The Fiſbes, &c, 


Had this been the Caſe what had we enjoy'd, 
Our Spirits {till riſing our Fancy ne'er cloy d. 
A Pox then on Neptune, when 'twas in his Pow'r, 


To lip like a Fool, ſuch a fortunate Hour. 
To ſlip, &c. 
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SONG 57. Ch ! my Naſſau, &c. 


H! my Nau did you know how I larguiſh 
; You'd Pity my Pain, you'd, &c 
Your Preſence alone can relieve my ſad Anguiſh, 

So return again, &Cc. 
Never ſpare me the Paſſion you'l find without Flaw 
Tho' at firſt you ſhould make me cry Oh ! my 
Naſſau. 


See my Naſſau from Bath is returning, 
His Nancy to Wed, 
His Health is reſtored and Hymens torch burning, 
Conduct him to Bed. 
What there he'll do to me I'll not be in Awe, 
As you'd ſay the next Morn ſhoald you fee my 
Mafaz, 


Feel my Naſſau thoſe Tranſports fo kiiliog, 
Wnich Lovers enjoy, 
Waillt you lay in my Arms in &ifliag and billing, 
Our Time we'll employ. 
Wou'd the Biſhop ouce tack us according to Law, 
You the Tranſports of Wedlock ſhou'd feel my 
Nafjaa. 


Kiſs my Naſſau thy Nancy ſo B'ooming, 
W hoſe Paſſions are true, 
Shou'd you think my dear Charmer my Love too 


"Tis only for you, (preſuming. 
Tno' the Maids ſbonid prove envious I care not a 
Straw, 


For if envious they prove they may kiſs my Nav. 


SONG 58. Black ey d Suſan: 


L L in the Downs the Fleet was moor'd, 
'The Streamers waving in the Wind, 
When black-ey'd Suſan came on board, 
Owhere ſhall I my true Love find ! 
Tell me ye jovial Sailors tell me true, | 
If my ſweet TRIO lails among the Crew ? 
" Ui 


Ln en _—_ 
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William, who high upon the Yard, 
Rock'd wit? the Biflows to and fro, 
Soon as her well known Voice he heard, 
He figh'd ard caſt his Eyes below, 
The Cord fles ſwiftly thro' his glowing Hands, 
And quick as Lightning on the Deck he ſtands. 


So ſweet the Lark, high pois'd in Air, 
Shuts cloſe his Pinnions to his Breaſt. 
(If chance his Mate's ſhrill Voice he heard) 
And drops at once into her Neſt : | 
The nobleſt Captain in the Britiſh Fleet, 
Night eovy William's Lips thoſe Kiſles tweet. 


O Suſan, Suſan, lovely Dear ! 
My Vows ſhall ever tive remain, 
Let me wipe off that falling Tear, 
We only part to meet again; 
Change as ye liſt, ye Winds, my Heart ſhall be, 
The faithful Compaſs that lili points to thee. 


Believe not what the Landmen ſay, 
Who t: mpt with Doubts thy conſtant Mind: 

They'll teil thee Sailors, when away, 2 
In every Port a Miſtreſs find : 

Yes, yes, believe them, when they tell thee ſo, 

For thou art preſent wherefce'er I go. 


If to fair India's Coaſt we fail, 
Thine Eyes are ſeen in Di'monds bright; 
Thy Breath is Afric's ſpicy Gale, | 
Thy Skin is Ivory ſo white: | 
Thus every Beautious Object that I view, 
Wakes in my Soul ſome Charms to lovely Sue. 


Tho' Battles calls me from thy Arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn, 

Tho: Cannons roar, yet ſafe from Harms, 
William ſhall to his Dear return. 

Love turn afide the Balls that round me fly, 

Leſt precious Tears ſhould fall from Suſan's Eye. 


The Boatſwain gave the dreadful Word, 
The Sails their ſwellipg Boſoms ſpread ; 
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„ 
No longer muſt ſhe ſtay on board, 

They kiſ:'d, ſhe ſigh'd he hung his Head, 
Her leſs'ning Boat unwilling rows to Land, 4 
Adieu ſhe cry'd, and wav'd her Lilly Hand. | 


SONG 59. Bacchus one Day gaily | 
ſtriaing. 


Aireſt Iſle, all Iſles excelling. ; 
Seat of Pleaſures and of Love, 
Venus here will chooſe her Dwelling, 
And forſake the Cyprian Grove. | 
Cupid from his fav'rite Nation, | 
Bare and Envy will remove, 
Jealouſy, that poiſons Paſſion, 
And Deſpair that dies ot Love, 


Gentle Murmurs, ſweet Complaining:. 3B 
Sig hs thai blow the Fire of Love: | | , 
Soft Repulſes, kind Diſdaining, | | 
Shall be all the Pains you prove. \ 
Ev'ry Swain ſhall pay his Duty, | 
Grateful ev'ry Nymph ſhall prove ; 
And as theſe excel in Beauty, 
Thoſe ſhall be renown'd for Love.] 


SONG 60. How pleaſant, Re. 
H O W pleaſant a Sailor's Life paſſes, 


Who roams o'er the watry Main! 
No Treaſure he eves amaſſes, 
But chearfully ſpends all his Gain, 
We'te Strangers to Party and Faction, 
To Honour and Honeſty true, 
And wou'd not commit a baſe Action, 
For Profit or Power in view, 
Chor. Then why ſhould we quarral for Riches, 
Or any ſuch glittering Toys? 
A light Heart and a thin pair of Breeches, 
Goes thorough the World brave Boys, 


The World is a beautiful Garden, 7 
Enrich'd with the Bleſſings of Life, : 


3 


The Toiler with Plenty rewarding, 
Which Plenty too often breeds Strife, 
When teriible Tempeſts aſſail us, 
And mountainous Pillows affright, 
No Grandeur or Wealth can avail us, 
But ſkilful Induſtry fleers right. 
Chor, Theu why ſhould, &c. 


The Covrtier's more ſubj:& to Dangers, 
Who rul:s it the Helm of the State, 
Then we, who to Politicks Strangers, 
Eſcape the Snares laid for the Great. 
The various Bleſſings of Nature, 
In various Nations we try ; 
No Mortals than us can be greater, 
Who metrrily live till we die. 
Conor. Then why ſhould, &c. 


SONG 61. Let Ambition, &c. 


1 E T Amb tion fire the Mind, 
_, Thou wert born o'er Men to reign : 
Not to follow Flocks defign'd, 


Scorn thy Crook, and leave the Plain. 


Cr,wns I'! throw beneath thy Feet. 
Thou on Necks of Kings thail tread ; 
50s in Circleing Joys ſnall meet. 
hich Way ſo'e'er thy Faucy's led. 
Lc not Toils of Empire ſright, 
Toils of Empire Pleaſures ate; 
Thou ſhalt only know Delight. 
All the Joy, but not the Care. 


Shepherd, if thou'lt yield the Prize, 
For the Bleſſings I beſtow ; 
joyful I'll aſcend the Skies, 


Happy thou ſhalt reign below. 


SONG 62. Gome follow, follow, &c. 


Ome follow, follow me, 
Ye Fairy Elves that be, 
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Light tripping o'er the Green ; 
Come follow Mab your Queen; 
Hand in Hand we'll dance around, 
For this Place is Fairy Ground, 


When Mortals are at Reſt, 
And inoaiing in their Nett ;. | 
Unhear'd and uneſpy'd, | | 
Thro' Key holes we do glide ; | 
Over Tables, Stools, and Shelves, | 
We trip ie with our Fairy Elves. 


And if the Houſe be foul, | | 
With Platter Diſh or Bol, | i | 
Up Stairs we nimbly creep, | 
And find the Sluts aſleep ;_ | 
Then we pinch their Arms and Thighs : 
* None us hears, and none us ſpies, 
. But if the Houſe be ſwept, 
And from uncleanneſs kept, 
We praiſe the Houſhold Maid, 
And ſurely ſhe is paid: 
Every Night before we go, 
We drop a Teſter in her Shoe, 


Then o'er a Mufhroom's Head, 
Our Table cloth we ſpread ; 
A Grain of Rye or Wheat, 
The Diet that we eat; 
Pearly Drops of Due we drink, 
In Acorn Cups fill'd to the Brink. 


The Brains of Nightingales, 
With unxious Fat of Snails, 
Between two Cockles ſtew'd, 
Is Meat that's eas'ly chew'd ; f 
Brains of Worms, and Marrow of Mice, 
Do make a Feaſt that's wond'rous nice. 


= - 


The Graſhopper, Snat and Fly, 
Serve for our Minſtrelſy; 
Gtace ſaid we dance a while, 


And ſo the Time beguile 5; 


( 48 2} 
But if the Moon doth hide her Head, 
The Glow worm lights us home to Bed, 


O'er Tops of dewy Graſs, 
So nimbly we do paſs, 
The yourg and tender Stalk, 
Ne'er bends where we do walk 
Yet in the Morning may be ſeen, 
W here we the Night before have been, 


SONG 63. Fly [wiftly ye Minutes, 


LY ſwiftly ye Minutes till Comzs receive, 
The nameleſ: ſoft Tranſports that Beauty can 
give, 
The Bowl's frolick Joys let h im teach her*to prove, 
And ſhe in return yield the Raptures of Love. 


Without Love and Wine, Wit and Beauty are vain, 

All Grandeur infipid, and Riches a Pain, 

The moſt ſplendid Palace grows dark as the Grave: 

Love and Wine give, ye Gods l or take back what 
you gave. | 


Chorus. Away, away, away, 
To Comus, Court repair: 
There Night outſhines the Day, 
There yields the melting Fair, 


SONG 64, Collin's Complaint. 


E AR Chloe, whilſt thus beyond Meaſure, 

You treat me with Doubts and Diſdain 
You rob all the Youth of its Pleaſure, 

And hoard up an old Age of Pain : 
Your Maxim, that Love is ſtill ſounded, 

On Charms that will quickly decay, 
You'll find to be very ill grounded, 

When once you its Dictates obey. 


The Paſſion, from Beauty firſt drawn, 
Your Kindneſs will vaſtly improve, 

Soft Smiles and gay Looks are the Dawn, 
Fruition's the Sun ſhine of Love. 
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And tho? the bright Beams of your Eyes, 
Should be clouded that now are fo gay, 
And Darkneſs poſleſs all the Skies, 
We ne'er can forget it was Day. 


Old Darby with Joan by his Side, 
| You've often regarded with Wonder; 
He's Drop lical, She is ſore Ey'd, 
Yet they're ever uneaſy aſunder, 
Together they totter about. 
Or fit in the Sun at the Door, 
And at Night when old Dar4y's Pot's out, 
His Joan will not ſmook a Whiff more, 


% Beauty or Wit they poſi? ſs, 
Their ſeveral Failings to ſmother; 
hen what ate the Charms, can you pueſs, 
| That make 'em fo fond of each other? 
eis the pleaſing Remembrance of Youth, 
| The Endearments that Love did beſtow, 
Ie thoughts of paſt Pleaſure and Truth, 
Are the beſt of all Bleſſings below. 


Thule Traces for ever will laſt, 

Which Sickneſs nor Time can remove, 
Fo: when Youth and Beauty are paſt, 

And Ape brings the Winter of Love, 
A Friendſhip inſenfibly grows, 

By reviews of ſuch Raptures as theſe, 
Tre Current of Fondneſ: ſtill flows, 

Which decrepid old Age cannot freeze, 


SONG 65. Love and Folly, &c- 


1 VE and Folly were at Play, 
Both too wanton to be wiſe, 
They fell out, and in a Fray, 

Folly put out Capid's Eyes. 


Strait the Criminal was try'd. 

And had his Puniſhment affign'd, 
Folly ſhould to Love be try'd, ; 
And condema'd to lead the Blind, 3 


( © I 


Then wiſely let's venture, | 
Oar ſelves to deckive, 

Since Fate has decreed vs, 
To Love and Believe, 


For all we can gain, 
By our Wiſdom and Eyes, 
Is to find ourſelves cheated, 
And wretched, when wiſe. 


SONG 66. The Abbot of Canterbury. 


Cobler there was and he liv'd in a Stall, 
Which ſerv'd him for Parlour, for Kitchen, 
a:d Hall, 
No Coin in his Pocket, nor Care in his Pate, 
No Ambition had he, nor Duns at his Gate ; 
Derry down, detun, down, derry down, 


Contented he work'd, and he thought himſelf 

happy, | (Nappy; 

Tf at Night he could purchaſe a Jug of Brown 

How he'd laugh then, and whiſtle, and hng too 

molt ſweet, | | 

Saying, juſt to a Hair IJ have made both Ends meet, 
Derry down, &fc. 


But Cove, the Diſturber of High and of Low, 
That ſhoots at the Peaſant as well as the Beau; 
He ſhot the poor Cobler quite through the Heart, 
I wiſh he had hit ſome more ignorable Part: 
Derry down, &c. 


It was in a Cellar this Archer did play, 
Where a buxom yourg Damſel continually lay, 
Her Eyes ſhone jo bright when ſhe roſe ev'ry Day, 
That ſhe ſhot the poor Cobler quite over the Way, 
Derry down, c. 


He ſung her Love Songs as he ſat at his Work, 
But ſhe was as hard as a Jew or a Turk ; 
e he ſpake, ſhe would flounce and wou'd 
fleer, 
Which put the poor Cobler quite into Deſpair, 
Derry dawn, &c. 
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He took up his Awl that he had in the World, 
And to make away with himſelf was reſolv'd ; - 
He pierc'd through his Body inſtead of the Sole, 
So the Cobler he dy'd, and the Bell it did toll. 
Derry doꝛon, &c. 


But the laſt of the Cobler is ſaid to relate, 
There's an end of the poor Snob, but no end of his fate 
No Mortal came near him, no Shroud could he 
have, 
; No Coffin prepar'd nor no care for a Grave. 
Derry down, &c. 


Till at length this young Damſel was mov'd with 
| Com paſſion 

And reſolv'd after Death, ſhe would follow the 

Faſhion, 

| When h'had laid full Six Days that his Leather was 
elf Shrunk, f 
5 She cram'd the poor Cobler into an old Trunk. 
vn Derry down, down, Qc- 


A tatter'd black Petticoat ſhe gave for a Pall, 
was ſupported by Six crooked Coblers all- 
Wah their Straps in their Hands, but no Cloaths to 
thrit Backs, 
Yet their Mourning was ſolemn : 'twas Size and 
Derry down, down, &c, (Lamp black. 


| Then Tag Rag and Bob tail enter'd the throng, 
To foilow the Snobs as they moved along ; 
| There was ſobbing ard ſighing with Hands lifted up, 
Crying, his Awl wrought his End, without uſing his 
| Derty aoron, down, c. (Strap. 
Six Hunch- back Gin Drinkers came limping behind, 
With their Eyes ſwell'd with Griet, they were | 
aimoſt blind; | | 
With Link men, Lamp black makers, and a Knife. 
Grinder, | 
ou'd As Mourners mov'd after, each led a Rag fiader, 
Derry aown, down, &c. | 


E 


art, 


. 


The Snobs with their Straps, when they came to 
| the Ground. | (round ; 
Let down the old Trunk, as the Mourners ftoud 
Then in went his Awl, Laſt, Wax Hairs and Thread, 
Wnile © — e the Parſon moſt luſtily pray'd. 

| Derry down, down, Qc 


And when the poor Cobler wat laid in his Grave, 

As their laſt friendly Office, they ſqual'd out a ſtave, 
Uh! had you but heard their ſad weeping and 

| wowling, (howling, 

You'd have thought it had been the Wild Iriſh a 
| Derry down, down, &c. 


And now in Good-Will I adviſe as a Friend. 
All Coblers take Warning by this Cobier's End: 
Keep your Hearts out of Love, for we find by what's 
paſt 
That Love brings us all to an End at the Laſt. 
Derry doson, c. 


SONG 67. Jolly Roger Twangdillo. 


IOltiy Roger Twangdillo, of Plowden- Hill. 
Ia his Cheſt had a thouſand good Pounds, 
Fat Oxen and Sheep, and a Barn well fill'd, 
And a hundred good Acres of Ground 5 
Which made ev'ry Maiden, 
With Maiden- head laden, 
And Widows tho! juſt ſet free, 
To wrargle and fret, and pump up their Wit, 
To train to the Net, Twangdillo, Twangdee, 


The firſt that brake Ice was a Lais that had been, 
Born of a good Houſe, but decay'd; 
Her Gown was new dy'd and her Night. rail cle an, 
Toſing and talk French ſhe'd been bred ; 
She'd dance Nortken Nancy, 
fk Parleꝝ vous Francois ? 
That Hodge might her Breeding ſee ; 
She'd roll ner black Eye, 
| Breath ſhort with a Sigh, 
Wbene'er ſhe came nigh Twangdillo, Twangdee. 


In hop: 
A Vin 

W hc 
Ile hac 
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1 
The next was a Sempſtreſs of Stature low, 
That ſancy'd ſhe wanted a Male; | 
Her Hair was black as an Autumn Sloe, 
Ard haiſh as a Coach. Horſe's Tail; 
She*d ogle and wheedle, - 
Aud prick with her Needle. 
What d'ye lack? what d'ye buy? cry'd ſhe ;: 
But now her briſk Tone 
Is chang'd to a groan 
Ah ! Pity my Moan, Twangdillo, Twangdee.. 


A muſty old Chambermaid, lean aud tall, 
The next as a Suitor appears; 


Vith a Tongue loud and ſhrill, but no Teeth at all, 


For Time had drawn them many Years ; 
Caſt Gowns, and {uch Lumber, 
Old 3mocks without Number, 
She bragg'd ſhould her Dowry be; 
Forty Pair of lac'd Shoes, 
Ribbons, Green, Red, and Blues; 
But all would not nooſe Twangdillo, Twangdee, 


The next was a Laſs of a Popiſh Train, 
That Jeſuit Whims had been taught ; 
She bragg'd they'd ſoon have King J—s again; 
Tho? ber Spouſe was Hang'd for the Plot; 
The French would come over, - 
And land here at Dover, | 
And all that they wiſh'd for would be ; 
This Jacobite Jade, | 
Talk'd as if ſhe was mad, 
Tn hopes to have had Twangdillo Twangdee, 


A Vintner's fat Widow then was view'd, 
Whoſe Cuckold had pick'd up ſome Pelf ; 


ile had Kkiil'd half his Neighbours with Wine he'd: 


brew'd, 
And lately had poiſon'd himſelf - ; 
With Bumpers of Claret, 
No Snuſe paying for it, 
She'd Roger's Companion be ; 
E 2 
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Strike Fiſt on the Poard, 
Huzza was the Word, 
Come KiG me adofn'd Twangdillo Twangdce. 


But Roger reſoly'd not to be her Man, 
And io gave a Looſe to the next, 
The Niece of a cantirg blear ey'd Non con, 
That ſtifly could canvaſs his Text. 
A Dame in Cheap ſide too, 
Would ha' fain be his Bride too, 
And made him of Londen free; 
Bot no Laſs would down, 
In Country or Town, 
So Paiſe proud was grown Twangdillo Twangdee, 


Till at laſt pretty Nancy a Farmer's Joy, 
That newly a milking had been 3 
Round fac'd, cherry cheek'd with a rolling Eye, 
Came tripping it over the Green: 
She mov'd like a Geddeſs, 
And in her lac'd Bodice, 
A Span ſhe could hardly be - 
Her Lips were plump grown, 
And her Hair a dark Brown; 
*T was ſhe that brovght down Twangdillo Twangdee 


SONG 68, Hark ! the bonny, &c. 


Ark ! the bonny Chriſt Church Bells, 
I, 2, 3» 4 5, 6. 
They ſound io woundly great, 
So wond'rous ſweet, 
And they tow! iſo merrily, mertily, 
Hark ! the firſt and ſecond Bell, 
That every Day at Four and Ten, 
Cries come to Pray'rs, 
And the Verger troops before the Dean. 


Tingle, tiogle, tingle, goes the ſmall Bell at Nine, 
To call the Beerers home; | 
But the Dev'l a Man, 
Will leave his Cann, 


Till he hears the mighty Tom. 
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SONG 69: Love's a gentle, Rc. 


Ove's a gentle, gen'rous Paſſion, 

L/ Source of all ſublime Delights; 
W hich, with mutual Inclinations, 
Two fond Hearts in one unites, 


What are Titels. Pomp, and Riches, 
if compar'd with true Content ? 
Thattalle Joy which now bewitches, 
When obtain'd we may repent. 
L.awiefs Paſhons bring Vexation, 
Bat a chaſte and gentle Love, 

Is a glocious Emolatian, 
Ot the bliſstul State above, 


SONG 70. Maria, when my, NC, 


N Aria, when my Sight you bleſs, 
3 F 8 Each Viorn beneath your Cow, 
How can the Swain his Joy expreſs, 
lo {ee thee in thy rural Dreſs. 

And hear thee Singing too? 


Thy milkewhite Waiftcoat, free from Stain, 
Denotes thy puter Thought, 

As clear from Falſhood as D ſdain; 

And in thy loft and chearful Strain, 
IVy Cares are all forgot, 


Thy Breath excels the Preath of Morn; 
More fragrant than the Hay ; 

Or Flow'rs, tho' in thy Boſom worn; 

Or Clover graſs, or green ear'd Corn 3 
Or Cows more ſweet than they. 


Tho modeſt Cheeks out bluſh the Roſe, 
Whillt I thy Charms recite ; | 
Thy Lips are Cherries, Eyes are Sloes; 
And thy engaging Smiles diſcloſe, 
Two Rows of Iv'ry white, 


But oh! the Burden of my Song! 
Thoſe Charms may fall a Prey, 
E 


3 


E 


And be commanded, right or wrong. 


By ſome dull Clown, Whoſe vulgar Tongue, 


Can neither ſing nor ſay. 


The Vi'let thus, that in the Mead, 
Regal'd our Smell, alaſs ! 

No more mutt rear his bloomy Head, 

Stamp in by ſome black Ox's Tread, 
Or mow'd with common Graſs, 


The chearful Mornings, once ſo bleſt, 
The Ev'nings too, are o'er : 

Ve Cows, whoſe Teats Maria preſt, 

Farewel : My Pipe has done its belt, 


Maria ſmiles no more, 


SONG 71. Lotharia. 


J Aivly now ye ſtrive to charm me, 
All ye Sweets of b'ooming May: 
How ſhou'd empty Sunſhine warm me, 
While Lotbaria keeps away. 
W kile, &c. 


Go ye warbling Birds go leave me, 
Shade ye Clouds the imiling Sky, 
Sweeter Notes her Voice can give me, 
Softer Sunſhine fills her Eye, 

Softer, &. 


SONG 72. Corn Rigs are 


N Y Pati? is a Lover gay, 
IVI His Mind is never muddy: 
His Breath is ſweeter than new Hay, 
His Face is fair and ruddy, 
His Shape is handſome, middle Size ; 
He's fately in his Wawking ; 
The Shining of his Een ſurpriſe ; 
'Fis Heav'a to hear him Tawking. 


Laſt Night I met him on a Bawk, 
Waere yellow Corn was growing. 


There mony a kindly Word he ſpoke, 
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That ſet my Heart a Glowing, | 
He kiſs'd, and vow'd he wad be mine, 
And loo'd me belt of ovy ; 
That gars me like to ſing linſyre, 
O Corn Rigs are bony, 


Let Maidens of a filly Mind, 
Refuſe what maidſt they're wantivg 5: 
Since we for yielding are defign'd, 
We chaſtly ſhould be granting; 
Then I'll] comply and marry. Pate, 
Ard ſyne my Cockernony, 
He's free to touzle air or late, 


Where Corn Rigs are buy. 
SONG 73. Life is chequer'd, &c. 


IFE is chequer'd — Toll and Pleaſure, 
Fil: up all the various Meaſure, 
See the Crew in Flannel Jerkins; 
Drinking, toping Flip by Firkins 
And as they raiſe the Tip, 
To their happy Lip, 
On the Deck is heard no other Sound,, 
But prithee Zack, prithee Dice, 
Prithee Sam, ptithee Tem, 
Let the Cann go round. 
CHORUS, 
Then hark to the Boatſwain's Whiſtle, Whiſte, 
Then hark to the Boatſwain's Whiſtle, Whiſtle, 
Buſtle, buſtle: 
My Boy let us ſtir, let us toil, 
But let us drink all the While, 
For Labour's the Price of our Joys, 
For Labour, &c. 


Life is checquer'd — Toil and Pleaſure, 
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Fill up all the various Meaſures -: 1 

Hark the Crew with Sun burnt Faces, 6 | 

Chanting Black ey'd Suſan's Graces : 't 
And as they raiſe their Notes, | If 
Thro' their ruſty Throats, 1 


On the Deck, &c, With the Chorus as before, 


( 


Life is checquer'd — Toil and Pleaſure, 
Fill up all the various Meaſure : 
See the Crew their Cares diſcarding, 
With Hoſtle cap, oi with Chuck farthing : 
Still ih me''y Pin, 
Lei en lole or win, 
On the Dec &c. with the Chorus as before. 


SONG 74 The new flown Birds. 


r new flown Birds the Shepherds ſing, 
And welcome in the May, 

Come Paiture!!a, row the Spring, 

Makes every Lauckkp gay. 
Wide ſpreading Trees their leafy Shade, 

O'er half the plaia extend, 
Or in re flecting Fountains play'd, 

Their quivering Branches bend, 

Or in, Ec. 


Come taſte the Seaſon in its Prime, 
And bleſs the riſing Vear; 

Oh ! how my. Soul grows ſick of Time, 
Till thou my Love appear! 

Then ſhall I paſs the gladſome Day, 
Warm in thy Beauty's Shine: 

When thy dear Flock ſhall feed and play, 


Ard intermix with mine. 


For thee of Doves a Milk-white Pair, 
In ſilken Bands I bold, 

For the a firſtling Lambkin fair, 
I keep within the Fold - 

If Milk. whitè Doves acceptance meet, 
Or tender Lambkins pleaſe, 

My ſpotleſs Heart, without Deceit, 
Be offer'd up with theſe. 


SONG 75. Should T die, &c. 


S1 7 I die by the Force of good Wine, 
Tis my. Will that a Tun be my Shrine, 


And for t! 
Engrave tl 
Here lie 
Who w 


Since thus 
And raiſe: 
Drink, dr 
Ard tne 
Let Miter: 
And rot 


SON 


They've r 


For Not! 
cr 

To min 
p 

But to bo 
Such, 


For Not! 


And for 
For the) 
a 


Such, 


For Not 
For they 
c 


© 28 2 


And for the Ape to come. 
Engrave this on my Tomb 
Here lies a Body once ſo brave, 
Who with Drinking made his Grave. 


Siace thus to die's to purchaſe Fame, 

And raiſe an everlaſting Name; 

Drink, drink away; drink, diink away; 
Ard there let's be nobiy interr'd : 

Let Miſers and Slaves pop into their Graves, 
And rot in a dirty Church Yard, 


SONG 76. How brimful, &c. 


L OW brimful of Nothing's the Life of a Beau: 

1 They've Nothing io think of, they've No- 
thing to do: 

They've nothing to talle of, for Nothing they know, 

Such, ſach is the Life of a Beau, &c, | 


For Nothing they riſe, but to draw the freſh Air ; 


Spend the Morning in Nothing, but Curling their 


. Hair, 
And do Nothing all Day, but ſing; ſaunter, and 
ſtare : 
Such, ſuch is, &c. 


For Nothing, at Night, to the Play-houſe they 
crowd, | | 
To mind Nothing done there, they always are 
proud : 
But to bow, and to grin, and talk Nothing aloud + 
Such, ſuch is, &c. 


For Nothing they run to th* Aſſembly and Ball, 
And for Nothing at Cards, a fair Partner they call : 
For they ſtill muſt be beaſted, who've==Nothing 
at all; 
Such, ſuch is, &c. 


For Nothing on Sundays at Church they appear 3 
For they've Nothing to hope, nor they've Nothing 
| to fear ; | 
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They can be Nothing no where, Who - Nothing 


are here; 5 
Such, ſuch is, &c. 


SONG 7y. The Nut-brown Mail, 


I Was in the bloom of May, 
When Odoutrs breath around, 
When Nymphs are blyth and gay, 


And all with Mirth abound ; 
That happily I ſtray'd, 
To view my fleecy care, 


Where I beheld a Maid, 


No mortal e'er ſo fair. No mortal, &c, ' 


She wore upon her Head, 
A Bonnet made of Straw, 
Which ſuch a Face did ſhade, 
As Pbæbus never ſaw, 
Her locks of Nut brown Hue, 
A round ear'd Coif conceal'd, 
Which to my pleaſing view, 
A iporting breeze reveal'd. 


Around her ſlender waiſt, 
A ſcrip embroidet'd hung ;. 
The Lute her Fingers grac'd, 
Accomp'ny'd w'th a Song; 
With ſach a plezſing Note, 
Cozzoni might regale, 
Or Philomela's Throat, 
That warbles thro' the Vale, 


Not long I ſtood to view, 
Struck with her heay'nly Air, 
Ito the Charmer fle w, 
And caught the yielding Fair 
Hear this, ye ſcorpful Bellies, 
And milder ways parſue ;. 
She that in charms excels, 
Excels in kindneſs too, 
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SONG 73. Ask if yon damask, &c. 


SK if yon damaſk Roſe be ſweet, 
X That ſcents the ambient Air 
{lien aſk each Shepherd that you meet, 
It dear Suianna's fair? 
If dear, dear Suſanna's fair, 
If dear Suſanna's fair 
Aſk if yon damaſk, &c. 


Say will the Vulture leave his Prey? 
And warble thro the Grove; 

Bid wanton Linnets quit the Spray, 
Then doubt thy Shepherd's Love. 


The Spoils of War let others ſhare, 
Let Fride in Splendor fhine. 

Ye Bards unenvy'd Laurels wear, 
Be fair Suſanna mine. 


SONG 7g. Fair Belinda. 


W Hen mighty JOVE farvey'd Mankind, 
And ſaw Belinda ſhne; 
Stock was the God on Earth to fi :4, 
3 Creature ſo divine, ; 
Forthwith he call'd for Cupid's Arms, 
And :1k'd a fow'rtul Dirt, | 
To wo1nd with Love thoſe beauteous Charms, 
Which thus has ſmote his Heart. 
Which thus, &c, 


Copid approach'd with trembling Wings, 
Unwilling to declare; 

That he from whom this Paſſion ſpring), 
Was Captive to the Fair. 

Enrag'd at this the God head ſaid, 
Know tho' thou'rt God of Love, 

Yet of theſe Realms I reign the Head, 
And who dare rival Jove. 


Cupid thus truck with deep Aﬀright, 
Strait quits his native Skies z 
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And to avoid Jove's pow'rful Might, 
He flew to Bella's Eyes; 

There baſking lurks, nor heeds the God, 
W ho rules and governs all ; 

Convinc'd that he at Bella's Nod, 
A Sacrifice mult fall. 


Fir'd with Revenge, the God then ſwore, 
By high Olympus Hill, | | 

That Cupid ne'er ſnould ramble more. 
But ſtay with Bella ill, 

Con fin'd in ber, he there remains, 


5 * 7 
Nebee to return again; 


Woh: the alone ſupremely reigns, 
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SONG 80. One [Day I heard, &c. 


( N E Dey I heard Mary lay, 
7 # How hat! | leave thee, 
Stay dearclt Adonis, bay, 
by wilt thou prieve me, 
Aas, my fond Licart wiii break, 
I: thou fhoutd leave me, 
Li live and die for thy Sake, 
Yet neve: leave thee, 

Say, Lovely Adonis, ſay, 
Hus ary deceiv'd thee, ; 
Did e'er her Young Heart hetray, 
New Love, that has priev'd thee: 
My conſtant Mind ne'er ſhall tray, 
Thou may believe me: 


I' love thee, Lad, Night and Day, 


And never leave thee. 


Adonis, my Charming Youth, 


What can relieve thee, 


Can Mary thy Anguiſh ſooth, 
This Breaſt ſhall receive thee, 
My Paſſion can ne'er decay, 
Never deceive thee, 

Deiight ſhall drive pain away, 
Plealure revive thee. 


But leay 
How ſhall 
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I'll never 
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Why does 
Alas, my | 
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( 63 ) : 
But leave thee, leave thee Lad, 
How ſhall I leave thee ; 
O that Thought makes me ſad, 
I'll never leave thee, 
W here wopld my Adonis fly, 
Why does he grieve me: | 5 9 
Alas, my poor Heart will die, | = 
If I ſhould leave thee. 


SONG 81. Pretty Wanton, &c. 


Retty Wanton come away, 
Lover's Montk is always May: 
Long have I, too long to ſay, 

Su'd the wanton Thing to play. 
But alaſs ! and well a.day ! 

When I ſue, you cry me nay. 
To requite my ling'ring Stay; 

Pay me now or never pay; 
Nature ſmiles and all is gay, 

All is deck d in beſt Array, 
Pretty Wanton come away, 

Let us love the Month of May. 


Little Wanton let us rove, 
Thro' the frag'rant myrtle Grove; 
There to hear the Turtle dove. 
Cooing Sonnets to its Love; = 1 
Ev'ry Turtle equals Jove, 145 
Tho' the God for Beauty ſtrove, 
Let us then our Time improve, 
Sonnets may your Scorn remove, 
Coy neſs doth not thee behove, 
Wear the Wreath a Shepherd wove 
Little Wanton let us rove 


Thro' the frag'ran: Myrtle Grove. 


#3 vm 


Pri'thee Wanton come away, 
Slight not Love w'th cold Delay, 
Ev'ry Field is green and pay, 
Ev'ry Hawthorn's crown'd with May, 
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Jacund Birds on ev'ry Spray, 
Warble out the live long Day: 
Ev'ry Swain in Shepherd's Srey, 
Tunes his fav'rite Round lay; 
Tender Lambkins ſportive Stray, 
Bloſſom buds their Sweets diſplay, 
Come my Wanton come away, 
Let us love the Month of May. 


SONG 82. Strephon and Phyllir, 


STREPHON. 


Your Strepbon ſlighted with diſdain, 
The faireit Maidens of the Plain. 


PuYLLIs, 
While you remain'd to me ſincere, 
Nor any Maid was yet more dear, 
I then was bleſt my Joys were true, 
And I approv'd no Swain but you. 


STREPHON 
But Delia now has won my Heart, 
And does an equal Flame impart, 


Thro' ſportive Meads and Woods we roye. 


And tell our pleaſiog Tales of Love. 


'THLLLEL, 
Colin is now my Joy an? care, 
Each Tree our plighted Vows ſhall bear, 
And ſweetly glides the Summers Day, 


While ev'ry Month with him is May, 


STREPHON» 
What if our former Loves return, 
And all my Boſom tor you burn, 
If pentie De/za pleaſe no more, 
And I'm your Strephon as before. 


PayLL1s. 
Phyllis may be woo'd again, 
Le leave the Shepherds of the Plain, 


Hen you for me alone had Charms, 
And none more happy fill'd your Arms, 
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Will Love my Szrephon kind and true, 
And Live and Die alone with you, 


CHORUS. 
The Swain and Maid no more can prove, 
Unfaithful to each others Love, 
Their Breaſts ſhall ever beat the ſame, 
And Love ſhine forth with pureſt Flame. 


SONG $3. By the gaily, &c. 
Y the gaily circling Glaſs, 
We can ite how Minute: paſs ; 


By the hollow Caſls are told, 
How tl.e waining Night grows old, 


Soon, too ſoon, the buſy Day, 
Drives us from cur Sport and Play, 
What have we with Day to do? 
Sons of Care ! 'twas made ſor you. 


SONG $4. Balin a Mone. 


Here ever I'm going and all the Day lovg, 
At Home and abroad or. alone in a Throng, 
I find that my Paſſion's ſo lively and ſtrong, 
That your Name when I'm ſilent till runs in my 
Song. 
Sing Balin a mone o-ra, Balin a mone, &c. 
For a Kiſs of your ſweet Lips ſor me. 


Since the firſt Time I ſaw you I take no repoſe, 

I ſleep all the Day to forget half my Woes, 

So hot is the Flame in my Stomach that glows, 

By St. Patrick I fear it will burn thro” my Cloaths, 
Sing Balin a mone o-ta, &c. 
Your pretty black Hair for me, 


In my Conſcience I fear I ſhall die in my Grave, 
Unleſs you comply and poor Phelim will ſhave, 
Avg grant the Petition your Lover does crave, 


Who never was fiee "till you made him your Slave, 


Sing Balin a mone o ra, &c. 
Your pretty black Eyes for me, 
F'3 
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, ; To uſhe 
e eee To a eee in hy ent 

WC | And all 

With Coach and fix Horſes with Honey I'll ride, * 
As be fore you I walk to the Church by your Side. 7 

Sing Balin a mone o ra, &c. | T he Field 

Your Lilly white Fiſt for me, Pomona 

7 i And Flor, 

SONG 85. The Nonpariel. Wich v 

Ho? Chloe's out of Faſhion, | bs welco 

Can bluſh and be faacere, * wm 

I'd toaſt her ing a Bumper, wo 
if all the Belles were here: Their 

W hat tho' no Diamonds ſparkle, Mark yo! 

About ber Neck and Wailt, Beneat! 

With ev'iy ſhining Virtue, Hark ! h 

The lovely Maid is grac'd, To the 

| With ev'cy, &c. W T 

In modeſt, plain Apparel, TS 
"No Patches, Paint, or Ain, (Cong 
Ia Debt alone to Nature, ym 

An Angel ſhe appears, Here Loy 
From gay Coquets high finiſnh'd. As wh 

My Chloe takes no Rules ; E're Prid 
Nor envies them their Conqueſts, It's pu 

The Hearts of all the Fools. Let Rak: 

Nor envies, &c, They'v 

Who wins her mult have Merit, Which a 
W Merit as her own, Pth' b 

e Graces all poſſeſſing, X 

Yet knows = ſhe — One: Think! 
Then grant me, gracious Heav'n, W 
The Gifts you moſt approve, — 4 
And Chloe, charming Chloe, Thro? 
Will bleſs me with her Love, HO I 
Ard Chloe, &c, : Her 95 

i 

SONG 86. On the Spring. And | 


Spiring Sod, whoſe gladſome Rays, 
/ \ Iavites the Muſe to Sing; 


1 
Prone o'er the Eaſt his Flame diſplays, 
To uſher in the Spring; 
Great Nature gives the loud Alarm, 
And all ber Works appear, 
Keſuming ev'ry wonted Charm, 
To bleſs the riſing Year, 


The Fields their livelieſt Verdure wear, 
Pomona's Bleſſings bloom, 

And Flora does the ar bient Air, 
Wich vernal Saeets perſume ; 

To welcome Spring on Oaten Reed, 
Tne Shepherds make Eſſay, 

Whilſt ail around th*enamel'd Mead, 
Their Wanton Lambkins play. 


Mark yon two Lovers in the Grove, 
Beneath the friendly Shade, 

Hark ! how the Swain declares his Love, 
To the enamour'd Maid, 

Where Trees appear with Leaves replete, 
And warbling Birds proclaim, 

[Cheer'd by the Suns enliv'ning heat) 
Their little am'rous Flame, 


Here Love, in all its ſweets reſides, 
As when at fitſt ordain'd, 

E're Pride and ev'ry Nice beſides. 
It's pure Delights had ſtain'd : 

Let Rakes, their ſtupid Joys declare, 
They've ſenſeleſs of the Bliſs, 

Which all the few that's happier . 
Pch' balmy rural Kiſs. 


Think ! Britons think on Kings ſevere, 
Who rale in diſtant Climes, 

Where nought but barren Fields appear, 
Thro? the revolving Times ; 

Here Liberty and Plenty ſmile, 
And Peace extends again, 

Her Olive Branch to glad the Ilie, 

And bleſs great Gzorce's Reign. 


F 3 


— 


— — „* 
1 . W 
8 . n A EIN — 2 
—— 1 * * 3 I, 7 = = EIS , . 
Ar See + ” » 4a 4 2 — — 
* 9 a» ev 8 * wt edt 
© * ; x 


Ga N TIE — 7 
4 —— — a —ů 9%» 


= „ — 2g. 
_y . Þ ....< . : 


3 
Z v 
x h 
* * 
j 
15 
d 1 
G 7 ? 
L 1 451 
| 
77 
or 
ji 
it | 
1 
4" 
0 "4 
| 
| 8 
= 
1 
1 
4 
. 


( 0 3 


SONG 87. To make the Mife, &c. 


O make the Wife kind, and to keep the 
Houſe ſtill, 
You muſt be of her Mind, let her ſay what ſhe will: 
In all that ſhe does you muſt give her, ber Way. 
For tell her ſhe's Wrong, and you'll lead her aſtray, 

Then Husbands take care, 8 

Of Suſpicions beware, 

Your Wives may be true, 

If you fancy they are: | - 
With Confidence truſt them, and be not ſuch Elves, 
As to make by your Jealouſy Horns for yourſelves, 

With Confidence truſt, &c. 


Abroad all the Day if ſhe chances to roam, 


Sem pleas'd with her Abſence, ſhe'll figh to come 


Home: 
The Man ſhe likes beſt, and longs moſt to be at, 
Be ſure to commend, and ſhe'll hate him ior that. 
Then Husbands take care, Oc. 


What Virtue ſhe has, you may ſafely oppoſe ; 

Whatever her Follies are, praiſe het for thoſe : 

Approve all her Schemes that ſhe Jays for a Nan. 

For name but a Vice, and ſhe'll ſip i! ſhe can. 
Then Husbands take eate, Sc. 


SONG 88. The Lawland Lads. 


IE Lawland Lads think they are fine 
But O they tre vaia and idly gawdy | 
How much unlike that graceſu] Mien, 
And manly Looks of my Highland Laddie ? 
O my bonny bomy Highland Laddie, 
My bandiome charming Highland Laddie ; 
May Heav'n ſtill guard, and Love reward, 
Our Lawland Laſs and ter Highland Laddie, 
If I were free at Will to chuſe, | 
To be the wealthieſt Lawland Lady, 


I'd take young DotWd without Trews, 
With Bonnet blue, and belted Plaidy, 


O my bonoy, &c. 


The braw 
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He's fir 
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O'er Bent 
And le: 
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The braweſt Beau in Borrows Town, 

In his Airs, with Art made ready, 

Compar'd to him, he's but a Clown, 
He's finer far in's Tartan Plaidy. 
O my bonny, &c. De 


O'er Benty Hill with bim I'll run, 
And leave my Lawland kin and Daddy; 
Frae Winter's Cauld, and Summer's Sun, 
He'll ſcreen me with his Highland Plaidy. 
O my bonny, &c. 


A painted Room, and ſilken Bed, 
May pleaſe a Lawland Laird and Lady : 
But I can kiſs, acd be as glad, 
Behind a Buſh in's Highland Plaidy, 
O my bonny, &c, 


rn 


. I 
> > 


Few Compliments between us paſs, 
1] ca' him my dear Highland Laddie, 
And he ca's me his Lawland Laſs, 
Syne rows me in beneath his Plaidy, 
O my bonny, &c. 
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Nae greater Joy T'll e'er pretend, 
Than that his Love prove true and ſteady, 
Like mine to him, which ne'er ſhall end, 
While Heav'n preſerves my Highland Laddie. 
O my bonny, &c. 


SONG 89. Come Mira, Idol, &c. 


Ome Mira, Idol cf the Swains, 
Advance with Majeſty divine; -— 
Come, Mira, &c. bl 
To Bewers, where gracious Flora reigns, | 
And warbliog ſing the Muſes Nine, 
And watbling, &c. 


9: * 2 4 
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That rural Art and Nature boaſt ; 


; 

F 
Come every ſprightly Joy to taſte, [if 
Come every, &. ; 


( 3 


Fly hither with the Lightning's Haſte, 
And be the univerſal Toaſt, | 
Ard be, &c. 5 


A Scene ſo beautious can't be ſhown, | 
Tho' thou ſnhould'ſt every Realm ſurvey ; 
A Scene, &Cc. 

As all where'er thou com'ſt muſt own, 
Thy Graces bear unrivali'd Sway, 
Thy Graces, &c. 


SONG go. Goddeſs of Eaſe, &c. 


Oddeſs of Eaſe, leave Lethe's Brink, 
Obſequious to the Muſe and me : 
For once endure the Pain to think ; 
Ol ſweet Iaſenſibility, 
Siſter of Peace and Indolence, | 
Bring Muſe, bring Numbers ſoft and flow, 
Elaborately void of Senſe, 
And ſweetly thoughtlefs let them flow, 
Sweetly thoughtleſs let them flow, 


Near to ſome Cowſlips painted Mead 
There let me doſe away dull Hours ; 
And under me let Flora ipread, 
A Sopha of her fineſt Flowers, | 
Where Philomel, your Notes you breathe, 
Forth from behind the neighb'ring Pine; 
While Mormurs of the Stream beneath, 
Still flow in Uniſon with thine, 
Flow in Uniſon with thine. 


For thee, O Idleneſs ! the Woes, 
Of Life we patiently endure ; 

Thou art the Source whence Labour flows, 
We ſhun thee but to make thee ſure. 
For who would bear War's Toil and Waſte, 
_ Or who the Thund'ring of the Sea, 

* * by * at the laſt, 
nd find a pleaſing End in thee 
And find a pleaſing End in thee, 
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SONG 91. By dimpled Brook, &c. 
B: dimpled Brook, and Fountain brim, 


The Wood Nymphs deck'd with Daifies trim, - 


Their merry Wakes and Paſtimes keep, 
What has Night to do with Sleep. 


Night has better Sweets to prove; 
Venus wakes, and wakens Love 3 
Come, let us our Rites begin; 

is only Day light that makes Sin. 


SONG 92. The Proteſtation. 


O more ſhall Meads be deckt with Flow'rs, 
Nor ſweetneſs dwell in roſy Bow'rs, 

Nor gieepeſt Buds on Branches ſpring, 

Nor warbling Birds delight to fing, 

Nor April Violets paint the Grove, 

If 1 forſake my Celia's Love, 

If I forſake, &c, 


The Fiſh ſhall in the Ocean burn, 
And Fountains ſweet ſhall bitter turn e 
The humble Vale no Flood ſhall know, 
When Fluods ſhall higheſt Hills o'er flow ; 
Black Lethe ſhall Oblivion leave, 
If eer my Celia I deceive, 

If e'er, &c. 


Love ſhall his Bow and Shafts lay by, 

And Venus's Doves want Wings to fly; 
The Sun refuſe to ſhew his Light, 
And Day be turned into Night, 
And in that Night no Star appear, 
If ter I leave my Celia dear, 

If e'er, &c. 


SONG 93. Te Gales that, Re: 


V Gales that gently wave the Sea, 

And pleaſe the canny Boat Man, 

Bear me free hence, or bring to me, 
My brave, my bonny Scot — Man: 
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Tn haly Bands, 
We join'd our Hands, 
Yet may not this diſcover, 
W hile Parents rate, 
A large Eſtate, 
Before a faithful Lover. 


But I loor chuſe in Highland Glens, 
To tend the Kid a Goat — Man, 
F'er I cou'd for fic little Ends, 
Refuſe my bonny Scot Man. 
Wae worth the Man, 
Wha firſt began, 
The baſe ungenetous Faſhion, 
Frae greedy Views, 
Love's Art to uſe, 
W hile Strangers to it's Paſſion. 


Frae Foreign Fields my lovely Youth, 
Haſte to thy lopging Laſſie, 
Who pants to preis thy bawmy Mouth, 
And in her Boſom hawſe thee : 
Love gies the Word, 
| Then haſte on Board, 
Fair Winds and twenty Boat Man, 
Walt o'er, waſt o'er, . 
Frae yonder Shore, 
My blyth, my bonny Sco. - Man, 


SONG 94 As 1 ſaw fair Chloe. 


S I ſaw fair Chloe walk alone, 

The feather'd Snow came ſoſtly down, 
Like Jove deſcending from his Tower, 
To court her in a S ver Shower, 
The wanton Flakes flew to her Breaſts, 
As }ittle Birds into their Neſts ; 
But being overcome with W hiteneſs there, 
For Grief diſſolv'd into a Tear; 
Thence flowing down ber Garments Hem, 
To dec k her, froze into a Gem. 
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SONG 95. Bleſt as th immortal. 


Leſt as th immortal Gods is he, 

The Youth chat fondly fits by thee, 
And hears and ſees thee all the while, 
Sofily peak and {weetly {mile, 


'Twas this bereav'd my Soul of Reſt, | 
And rais d ſuch iumlts in my Beaſt ; | | | 
For while I gaz'd in Tranſport toſt. | 
My Breath was gone, my Voice was loft, 


My Boſom glow'd ; the tubtle Flame, 
Rin quick thro' all my vital Flame: 
O'er my dim Eyes a Darkneſs hung, 
My Ears with hollow Murmuts rung, 


In dewy Damps my Limbs were chill'd, ; 
Me Blood with gentle Horrors tatill'd, 
My fceble Pulſe forgot to play, 
I fainted, ſunk, and dy d away! 
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SING 96. Ring, ring the Bar-Bell, jt 
Uican. contrive me ſuch a Cup, ll 
As Neſtor us'd of old; | < 
Shew all thy Skill to trim it up, 
Damaſk it round with Gold. 4 


Make it ſo large, that fill'd with Sack, 
Up to the ſwelling Brim, | 

Vait Yoaſts, on the delici: us Lake, 
Like Ships at Sea, may ſwim. 


Engtave not Battle on his Cheek, 
With War I've nought todo 


I'm nene of thoſe that took Maeſtricht, | 
Nor Yarmouth Leaguer knew. th 
Let it no Name of Planets tell, | 


Fix'd Stars or Conſtellations ; 
For I am no Sir Sidrophel, 
Nor none of his Relations. 


E 


But carve thereon a ſpreaving Vine; 
Then add two lovely Boys: 
Their Lim bs in am'tous Folds intwine, 

The Type ot future Joys. 


Cuqid and Bacchus my Gods are, 
May Love and Wine (U!i reign 5 

With Wine Iwaſh away my Cate, 
Ard then to Love again, 


SONG 97, Of all States, &c. 


Fall States in Life ſo various, 
Marriage ſure is moſt precarious ! 

"Tis a Maze ſo ſtrangely winding, 
Still we are new Mazes finding 3 
'Tis an Action ſo ſevere 
That ncovght but Death can-ſet us clear, 
Happy's the man from Wedlock free, 
Who knows how to prize his Liberty; 

Where Men wary, 

How they marry, 
We ſhould not be balf ſo full of Miſery. 


SONG 98. Men firſt by fond, &c 


Hen fi:ſt by fond Damon, Flavella was ſeen 
He {lightly regarded her Air and her Mien, 
The Charms of her Mind he alone did commend, 
Not warm'd as a Lover, but cool as a Friend, 
From Frie:dſhip, not Paſſion, his Raptures did move 
And the Swa n brag'd his Heart was a Stranger 
to Love. 


New Charms he diſcover'd, as more ſhe was known 
Her Face giew a Wonder, her Tafte was his own, 

F'er Manners were gentle, her Senſe was refin'd. 
And oh ! what dear Virtues beam'd forth from 
| her Mind - 

Yet ſtill for the Sapction of Frendſhip he ſtrove, 


Till a Sigh gave the Omen, and ſhew'd it was 
Love. 


Now prou 
Grows 
He's mute 
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That F 
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Now proud to be conquer'd, he ſighs for the Fair, 
Grows dull to all Pleaſures, where ſhe has ro Stare 
He's mute, while his Heart Strings are ready to 
ä 
For the Fear of offending forbids him to ſpeak : | 
And wanders, a willing Example to prove, | 1 
That Friendſhip with Women is Siſter to Love. 1 


A Lover thus conquer'd, how juſt his Pretence. 
Not a Dupe to her Smiles, but a Slave to her 1 
Senſe; 1 
His Paſſion nor Wrinkles, nor Age can allay, 
Since founded on Reaſon which ne'er can decay; 
And Time that will Beauty's ſoft Empire remove, 
[creaſing her Reaſon, increaſes his Love. 


SONG 99. The Honey Moon. 


S May in all her youthful Dreſs, 
So gay my Love did once appear; 
A Spring of Charms adorn'd her Face, 
The Roſe and Lilly flouriſh'd there. 
Thus while th' Enjoyment was but young. 
Each Night new Pleaſures did Create, 
Ambraſial Words drop'd from her Tongue, 
And am'rous Cupid's round did wait. 


But as the Sun to Weſt declires, 
The Eaſtern Sky, does colder grow, 
And all its radiant Looks reſizns, 


To the, pale Moon that rules below, 
, So Love, while in her blooming Hour, 1 
My Chloe was all kind and gay. | 1 
Bat when Poſſ-flion nip'd that Flower, i 
n Her Charms, like Autumn, drop'd away. 8 
y . ö 
SONG 100, Did you fee Cer, Re. i 
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ID you ſee e'er a Shepherd, ye Nymphs, paſs - 
this Way, (of May; 
s Crown'd with Myrtles, and all the gay Verdure 
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*Tis my Strephon, oh! bring him once more to my 
Eyes. 
From his Lacy in Search of new Pleaſures he flies 
All Day have I travell'd and tail'd o'er the Plaine. 
In purſuit of a Rebel that's ſcarce worth th: 


pains, In purſuit, &c. 
Take Care Maids, take Care, when he flatters and 
ſwears, (own Far; 


How ye truſt your own Eyes, or believe your 
Like the Roſe bud in ſune,ev'ry Hand he. Il invite, 
But wound the kind Heart, like the Thora gut 
of ſight : | 
And truſt me who e'er my falſe Shepherd detains, 
She will find him a Corqueſt that's ſcarce Worth 
the Pains, 


Three Months at my Feet did he languiſh apd ſizh, 
E'er he gain'd a kind Look or a tender Reply, 
Love, Honour, and Truth were the Themes that 

he Sung, 
And he iwore that his Soul was a kin to his 
Tongue ; 
Too ſoon I believ'd and reply'd to bis Strains, 
And rcſign'd him too frankly my Heart for his 
Pains, | 


The Trifle once gain'd, like a Child at his Play, 
Soon the Wanton grew weary, and threw e 
away - (fly, 
Now cloy'd with my Love, from my Arms he does 
In ſea'ch of ſome other as filly as I, 
But truſt me, Whoe'er my falſe Shepherd detains, 
She will find him a Conqueſt that's ſcarce worth 


the Pains, 
Beware then, ye Nymphs, how ye ſooth the ford 
Flame, {ſame 3 


And believe, in good Time, all the Sex are the 
Like Strephon from Beauty to Beauty, they'll range 
Like him will they flatter. diſſembie and change 
For do what we can, ſtill this Maxin remains, 
That a Man, when we've got him, is ſcarth worth 
the Pains, 
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SONG 1o1. Thou riſing Sun, &c. 
EF Hou r ſing Sun, whoſe gladſome Ray, = 
Invites my Fair to rural Play, f 


Diipel the Miſt, and clear the Skies, 
And bring my Orra to my Eyes. 


O were I ſure my Dear to view, | = 

I'd climb che Pine-tree's topmaſt Bough, = 

Alo't in th' Air that quiv'ring plays. =- 
And round, and round tor ever gaze. 


My Orra Moor, where art thou laid? = 
What Woods conceal my ſleeping Maid ? 
Up by the Roots, enrag'd Ill tear, 

The Trees that hide my promis'd Fair, 


Oh ! could I ride on Clouds and Skies, 
Or on the Raven's Pinions rite ; 
Ye Storks, ye Swains, a Moment ſlay, 
And waft a Lover on his Way. 


My Bliſs too long my Bride denies, 
Apace the waſting Summer flies, 
Nor yet the Wintry Blaſts I fear, | 
Nor Storms nor Nights ſhall keep me here. 


What may for Strength with Steel compare ? 
Oh ! Love has Fetters ſtronger far; 
By Bolts of Steel are Limbs confin'd, 
Pat cruel Love enchains the Mind. 


x No longer then perplex thy Breaſt, 
When Thoughts tor ment, the firit are beſt, 
Tis mad to go, "tis Death to ſtay, 

: Away to Otta, haſte away, 


SONG 1c2. Oh! how could, Rc. 


H! how could I venture to love one like thee ; 
Or thou not deipiſe a peor Conqueſt like me > 3 
Or thou not deſpiſe, &c. = 
On Lords, thy Admirers, could'ſt look with diſdain, i 
And the I was nothing, yet pity my Pain. 
And tho) ] was. nothing, Sc. 
G 2 - | 
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You ſaid, while they*teaz'd you with Nonſenſe and 
| Dreſs, 
When real the Paſſion, the Vanity's Iefs 
You ſaw thre' that Silence which others deſpiſe, 
Aud, while Beaux were ta king, read Love in my 

Eyes 

Oh I when ſhall J fold you, and kiſs all your Charms 
Till fainting with Pleaſure, I die in your Ams; 
Thro' all the wild Tranſports of Extaiy toſt, 
Till, fnking together, together we're loſt ? 


Cal where is the Maid that like thee ne'er can cloy, 
Whoie Wit can enliven the dull Pauſe of Joy; 
And when the fort Traniparts are all at an End, 
From beautiful Mikreſs, urn ſenüble Friend ? 


In vain could T praiſe you, or &rive to reveal, 
Too vice for Expreſſion, what only we feel; 

in all that you do, in each Look and each Mien, 
The Graces in waiting adorn you unſeen. 


When I ſee you, I love you, but hearing adore, 

1 wonder, and think you a Woman no more; 
Till. mad with admiring, I cannot contain, 

Ard, kiſſing thoſe Lips, you grow Woman again. 


With thee in my Boſom, how can ] deſpair ? 
I'll gaze on thy Beauty, and look away Care; 
Vil aſk thy Advice, when with Trouble oppteſt, 
W hich never diſpleaſes, yet always is bett. 


In all that I write I' thy Judgment require, 
Thy Taſte ſhall correct what thy Love did inſpire ; 
Ti! kiſs thee, and preſs thee, till Youth is all o'er, 


And then live on Friendſhip, when Paſſion's no more. 


SONG 103: The Pleaſures, Kc. 


HE Pleaſures of Drinking, 

| Tho Wite ard the Thinking 3 
Condemn as a Wond'rous Folly, 
And do often complain: 
Of the Sot's merry Vein, 
Whoonly knows how to be Jolly. 
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Bat get the Sage Thinker, 

Once drunk as a Tinker : . 

To taſte of the Pleaſures we have, 
He'll iwear by the Nappy, 

The Man that wou'd be h:pp 


Maui be Drunk, muſt be Dk, Muſt be Drunk, 
From the Womb to the Grave. 


r 4 3 
SONG 104. As me not how, XC. 
S K me not how calmly 1, 

All the Cares of Life defy, | 
Fila: „I baffle human Woes ? = 
lisnan Woman, Woman knows. 
You may live, and laugh as I, 
You like me may Cares defy ; 
Ail the Pangs the Heart enduter, 
Moran, Wiinan, Woman cures. 
Aik me not of empty Toys, 
Featz of Arms and drunken Joys, 
{have Pleaſures more divine, 
Wiman, Woman, Woman's mine. 
R 1 more than Folly knows, 
\igr2 than Fortune can beſtow, 
Flowing Bowls, and conquer'd Fields, 
man, Woman, man yields. 
ffs me not of Women's Art, 
Broken Vows, and faithleſs Hearts; 


Tell the Wretch who pines and grieves, | 
Moeman, Woman, Woman lives, 


All Delights the Heart can know, 
More than Folly can beſtow, 

Wealth of Worlds, and Crowns of Kings, 
Waman, Woman, Woman brings. 


SONG 105. Mary Scot. 


Was Summer, and the Day was fair, 
Reſolv'd a while to fly from Care, 
Bepuiling Thougar, forgetting Sorrow, 
1 wander'd o'er the * of Yarrow 3 

3 


9 


( 80 0 


Jill then deſpiſing Beauty's Power, 

J kept my Heart, my own ſecure : 

But Sapad's Art did there deceive me, 
And Mary's Charms do now enflive me. 


THF-i41 


Wil ecacl Love vo Bribe receive? 
I'> Raniom takz for Mary's Slave? 
Her tiowrs of Reſt and Hope deprive me, 
Her lovely Smiles, like Light, revive me, 
No Bondage may with mine compare, 
Since fi:lt I ſaw this charming Fair: 
This beruteous Flower, this Roſe of Yarrow,. 
In Natur's Gardens has no Marraw. 
Had I of Heav'n but one Requeſt, 
Fd aſk to lie in Mary's Breaſt; 
There would I live or die with Plraſure, 
Nor ſpare this World one Moment's Leiſure ;. 
Deſpiſing Kiog:, and all that's Great, 
I'd ſmile at Courts and Courtiers Fate: 
My Joy compleat in tuch a Marrow, 
I'd dwell with her, and live on Yarrow, 


But tho? ſuch Bliſs I ne'cr ſhould gain, 
Contented ſtill I'll wear my Chain, 
In hopes my faithful Heart may move her ; 
For leaving Life 1*.1 always love her, 
What Doubis diſtract a Lover's Mind; 
That Breaſt, ali Softneſs, muſt prove kits ; 
And ſhe ſhall yet become my Marrow, 
The lovely beauteous Roſe of Yarrow, 


SONG 106, Why jlould 7 my, &. 


X HY ſhov'd I my Paſſion ſmarhet, 
Or the Man | love torment . 
Frowns may drive him to ancther, 
Thea too late I may repent. Then toe late, & 
Often he has fondly woo'd me, 
YetI always ſcemed Coy : 
Tho' in melting Stalins he fued me 


'Gaiaſt my Will I did decy. 


— 
-ad 


Ll 


'Thus we 
And | 
Yet *tis « 
Our o 


I canno' 
He's 

And m. 
*Cauſ; 


I'll End 
And | 
Tho' fo 
In hi 


Sweet E 
Neve 
Til) for 
He a 


SON 


Om 


C882 
Thus we force our Selves to ſuffer, 
And ſlight what we ſo much prize: 


Yet *tis eaſy to diſcover, 
Our own Thoughts within our Eyes, 


I cannot reſiſt much longer, 
He's the only Man I love, 

And my Paſſion grows the ſtronger, 
*Cauſe he does ſo conſtanr prove. 


I'll Endeavour to regain him, 
And his conſtant Love requite : 

Tho” ſo long I did diſdain him, 
In him only 1 delight. 


Sweet Endear ments may allure him, 
Never ſhall I be at Reſt; 

Til) for ever I ſecure him, 
He alone can make me bleſt. 


SONG 107. Same ſay Drinking, &c. 


Ome fay Drinking does diſguiſe Men, 
Add their Wits turns out of Doors; 
Bt I ay to all ſuch wife Men, 


Phat they Lye, like Sons of Whores ; 


or when a Man is Drunk, 
He ſpeaketh what he thinks, 


ea, be is not even fo, but is frank and free; 


For many one you know, 
By being a Cup too low, 
Have been fairly diſguiſed by Modeſty, 


My Friend and I, we drank whole Piss pots, 


Full of Sack up to the brim: 


: drank to my Friend, and he drank his Pot, 


So we toſs'd about the Whim: 
Ten Gallons and a Quart, 
We ſwallow'd at a draught, 

Ent havghſuch puny Sips as thele x; 
We laid us ail along, | 
With our Months unto the Bung, 

And tipp'd whole Hogiheads off with Eaſe, 


( 


J heard of a Fop that drapk but Tankards, 
Stile himſelf the Prince of Sots : 

But I ſay hang hang all ſuch Druokards, 
Melt their Flaggons, break their Pots, 
My Friend and I did join, 
For a Cellar full of Wine, | 

And we drank che Vinter out of Door; 
We drank it all up, 
In a Morning, at a Sup, 

And grteedily rov'd about for more. 


My Friend to me did make this Motion, 
Let us to the Vintage skip: 

Then we imbark'd upon the Ocean, 
Where we found a Spaniſh Ship, 
Deep laden with Wine, 

W hich was ſuperfine, 

The Sailors ſwore five hundred Tun; 
We drank it all at Sea, 

F're we ca me unto the Key, 


And the Merchant ſwore he was quite undone: 


My Friend, likewiſe did make this Motion, 
Come, let's to the Vineyards haſte: 

Strait then we ſail'd to the Canaties, 

Which afforded juſt a Taſte; 

From thence onto the Rhine, 

Where we drark up all the Wine, 
Ti] Bacchus cry'd, hold ye Sots, or you die, 

And {wore he never found, 

In his univerſal Round, 


Such coping Souls as my Friend and J. 


SONG 108, Dear unrelenting, &c. 


Ear unrelenting cruel Fair, 


How cou'd you firſt my Heart enſnare ; 


Then leave that Heart to break, | 
How covu'd you firſt obtain a Prize, 
By thoſe dear ſweet deluding Eyes; 
And then that Prize forſake, 
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Like the cloſe everlaſting Flame, 
My Heart is doom'd to burn the ſame, 
Whilſt you the Heart in{pire, 
You, like the Veſtal void of ſleep, 
Within, eternal Virgils keep, 
And feed the fainting Fire. 


Dear cruel Nymph thoſe Flames ſuppreſs, 
O Love me more, or plague we leſs, 

Too much you know I've bore, 
For ſhame throw off that haughty Air, 
And ſhew the ſoft complying Fair, 

Or let me love no more, 


SONG 109. Oh lovely Maid, &c. 


H lovely Maid, how dear's thy Pow'r, 
At once I love, at once adore, 

With Wonder are my thoughts poſſeſt, 
Whilſt ſofteſt Love infpires my Breaſt. 
Wnile ſofteſt, &c. 


Yes charming ViRor, I am thine, 
Poor as it is this Heart of mine, 
Was never in another's Pow'r, 

Was never pierc'd by Love before. 
Was never, &c. 


In thee I've treaſur'd up my Joy, 
Thou canſt give bliſs or bliſs deſtroy, 
And thus I've bound myſelf in love, 


While bliſs or miſery can move, 
While bliſs, &c. 


O ſhould IT ne'er poſſeſs thy Charms, 
Ne'er meet my Comiort in thy Arms, 
Were hopes of dear Enjoyment gone, 
Still would J love, love thee alone, 
Still would &c. 


But like ſome diſcontented Shade. 

That wanders were its Body's laid, 
Mournſul ['d roam with hollow glare. 
For ever exil'd from the Fair. 

Fat ever, &c, 


„ 


SONG 110. Genteel in Per nag. 


ERR in Perſonage, 
Conduct an Equipage, 
Noble by Heritage, 
Gen'rous and Free; 


Brave not Romantick, 

Learn'd not Pedantick, 

Frolick not Frantick, | 
| This muſt be He. 


Honour Maintaining, 
Meanneſs Diſdaining, 
Still Entertaining, | 

Engaging and New; 


Neat but not Finnical, 
Sage but not Cynical, 
Never Tyrannical, 
Bat ever True. 


SONG 111, Te Virgin Pow'rs, &c. 


E Virgin Pow'rs deſend my Heart, 
From am'rous Looks and Smiles; 
From ſawcy Love and nicer Ar 
Which moſt our Sex beguites, 


From Sighs and Vows and aweful Fears, 
That do to Pity move ; 

From ſpeaking Silence and from Tears, 
Thoſe Springs that water Love. 


Bot if thro! Paſſiou I grow blind, 
Let Honour be my Guide ; 

And where frail Nature ſeems inclin'd, 
There place a Guard of Pride, 


The Heart whoſe Flames are ſeen tho' pure, 
Needs ev'ry Virtue's Aid; | 

And ſhe who thinks herſelf ſecure, 
The ſooneſt is betray'd, 
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SONG 112. With early Horne 


Ith early Horn, 
Salute the Morn, 
That gilds this charming Place; 
With chearful Cries, 
Bid Eccho. riſe. 
And join the jovial Chace, 
And join, &c. 


The vocal Hills around, 
The waving Woods, 
The Chryſtal Floods, 

All return th*enlivening Sounds. 
The docal, &c, 


SONG 113. The wanton God, Kc: 


He wanton God, that pierces Hearts, 
Gips in Jall his pointed Darts. 

Dat the Nymph diſdains to pine, 

Wao baihes the Wound with roty Wine. 


Farewel Lovers, when they're cloy'd 5 
if I am ſcorn'd becauſe enjoy'd, 
Sore the {queamiſh Fops are free, 
19 rid me of dull Company. 


They have Charms, whillt mine can pleaſe, 
T :ove them mach, bu: more my Eale; 
No jea'ous Fears my Love molett, 


Nor faithieſs Vows ſhall break my Reſt. 


Wiy ſhould they cer give me Pain? 
Wo to give me Joy diſdain ? 
Ail I bope of mortal Man. 
Js to love me .—— whilſt he can. 


SONG 114. Maidens beware, &c. 


Aidens, beware ye, 
Love will enſnare ye, 
If you but look or lend an Ear. 


( 


Words will deta'n ye, 
Sighs will trepan ye, 
Tears will draw you into the Snare. 


Daily you'll find it, 
If you'll bot mind it, 
How mavy Maids falſe Men betray : 
Let this concern ye, 
Let their Fall learn ye, 
From the Davger to run away. 


Le: Virtue guard ye, 
Praiſe will reward ye, 
And you w 1! ſhine in brighteſt Fame, 
When the poor Creatute, 
That yields up her Charter, 
Lives abandon'd, and dies with Shame, 


SONG 115. Come Roſalind, &c. 


Ime Roſalind, O come and ice, 
i What Plealures are in ftore for thee, 
| What Pleaſutes, &c, 
The Fields their gayeſt Beaut'es wear. 
The Flowers in ali their Sweets appear, 
The Flowers in ail their Sweets appear, 


The joyfai Birds, in eyery Grove, 
Now warble out their Songs of Love. 
Now warble out, &c. 
For thee they ſing. and Roſes bloom, 
And Coliin thee invites to come, 


| And Collin, &c+ 
Come Roſa lind, and Collin join, 
My tender Flocks and all ate thine, 


i My tender, &c. 
If Love and Roſalind be near, 


'Tis May and Pleaſure all the Year. 
Tis May, &c. 

Come ſee a Cottage and a Swain, 

Can'ſt thou my Love Gifts diſdain ? 


Can't thou, & e. 
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Leave all behind, no longer ſtay, 
For Collin calls, then haſte away, 
For Collin calls, chen haſte away. 


SONG 116. Pompey's Ghoſt, 


Rom laſting and unclouded Day, 
From joys ſerene above allay, 
And ſrom a Spring without Decay, 

| come by Cynthia's borrew'd Beams, 
To viſit my Coraelia's Dream, | 
Ard teach her yet ſublimer Themes. 


Behold the Man thou lov'di before, \ 
Pu:e Streams have waſh'd away his Gore, Yn 
And Pompey now ſhall bleed no more, 
By Death my Glory | reſume, 

It would have been a harſher Doom, 
To've outliv'd the Liberties of Rome. 


By me let doubtful Fortunes try'd, 
Failing bequeath my Fame this Pride, 
1 with her liv'd, and for her died; 
Nor ſhall my Vengeance be withſtood, 
Nor unattended with a Flood, 

Of Roman and Fgytian Blood. 


Cœſar thyſelf it ſhall purſue, 
Thy Days ſhall troubled be, and few, 
And thou ſhalt fall by Treaſon too; 
thou, by ſeverity divine, 
Shail be an Offecing at my Shrine, 
As i was yours, thou ſhalt he mine. 


Thy ſtormy Life regret no more, 
For Fate ſhall waft thee ſoon aſhore, 
And to thy Pompey thee reſtore ; 
Whe:s paſt the Fears of ſad Removes 

We' entertain gur ipotleſs Loves, 
In beauteous and immortal Groves. 


(88 ) 


There none a guilty Crown ſhall wear, 
Nor Ce/ar be Dictator there, 
Nor ſhall Cornelia ſhed a Tear, 
There none a guilty Crown ſhall wear, 
Nor C2/ar be Dictator there, 
Nor ſhall Cornelia ſhed a Lear. 


SONG 117. The Cuckoo, 


SUMMER. 


 FY YT Hen Dazies py d, and Violets blue, 
| And Cuckow buds of Yeilow Hue, 
And Lady-Smocks all Siiver white, 

Dc pain: the Meadows with Delight; 
The Cuckow then on every 1 ree, 

Mocks married Men, for thus ſings he, 
Cackow ! Cuckow ! O Word oi Fear, 
Unplesfing to a married Ear, 


When Shepherds pipe on oaten Straws, 


And merry Lacks ate Plowmen's Clecks ; 
When Turtles tread, and Rnoks and Daws, 


And Maidens blcach their Summer Smecks, 


The Cuckow then on ev'ry Tree, 

Moc ks married Men, for thus fings he, 
Cuckow ! Cuckow ! O Word of Fear, 
Loplealing to a married Ear. 


WI NT R. 


When Iſicles bang by the Wall, 

And Dick the Shepherd blows his Nail, 
And Tom bears Logs unto the Hal, 

And Milk comes frozen home i Pall : 
When Blood is nipt and Ways be ſcui, 
Then nightly fi: gs the ſtaring Owl, 

Tu whit-tu-wboo, Tu-whit.tu whoo, a 
metry Note. 
While greaſy Joan doth Keel her Pot. 


When all around the Wind doth blow, 
And Coughing drowns the Parſon's Saw, 
4c Birds fit brooding in the Snow, 
Ard Marian's Noſe looks red and raw: 
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Then roaſted Crabs hiſs in the Bowl, ö 

And nighily firg the ſtaring Ow! ; | 

Tu. whit; tu whoo, a merry, merry Note, 

While greaſy Joan doth keel the Pot. . 
SONG 118. If you my Maud'riug, | 

F you my wand'ring Heart would find, 

That Heart you ſay is like the Wind, | 

Which yaries here, and wanders there. 

To every Nymph that's kind and fair ; 

J ſay if you this Heart would find, 

Turn to your own inconſtant Mind; 

If e'er it wanders, *tis to be, 

Ina Wand'ting conſtantly with thee. 


Haw can it-ſettle when you fly, 

And ſhun this faithful Votary ? 

A Nymph that's fair, it oft doth find, 
But never yet the Nymph that's kind, 
It you would fix this wand'ring Heart, 
Join it with yours, will ne'er depart ; 
But in the Pangs of Death will prove, 
It wander'd but to fix your Love, 


SONG 119 How bleſt has Rc. 


O W bleſt has my Time been! what Days 
; have I known, 
dince Wedlock's ſoft Bondage made Je my own, 
So joyful my Heart is, ſo eaſy my Chain, 
That Freedom is taſteleſs, aad Roving a Pain. 
That Freedom is talteleſs, &c- 


Thro' Walks, grown with Woodbines, as often we 
ſtray, | 
Around us, our Boys and Girls frolick and play; 
iow pleaſing their Sport is, the Wanton ones ſee, 
And borrow their looks from my 7 and me. 
| And bot rec, &. 
To try her ſweet Temper oſt'times am I ſeen, 
in Revels all Day wich the Nymphs of the Green: 
** 
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Tho* painful my Abſence, my Doubts ſhe bepuiles, 


And meets me at Night with Compliance and 1 


And meets m? at Night, &. 


What tho? on her Cheeks the Roſe loſes its Hue, 
Iler Eaſe and good Humour bloom all the Year thro' 
Time ſtill, as he ffies, adds Increaſe to her Truth, 
Ard gives to her Mind what he ſleals f:om her Youth, 
And gives to her mind, &. 


Ye Shephercs ſo gay, who make Lore to inſnare, 
And cheat with tale Vows the too ctedulous Fair ; 
31 ſearch of true Pieaiure, bow vainly you roam ? 
Jo hold it for Life, you mull find it at Home, 

To bold it for Life, &, 


SONG 120. The Fair Thief. 


Be al Urchin well cou'd go, 


She ſtalethe Whiteneſs of the Snow, 
And more that Whiteneſs to adorn, 
Sie ſtole the Bloſhes of the Morn : 
Stole all the Sweetneſs Alber ſheds; 
On Primroſe Buds, and Vi'let Beds, 
On Primrofe Buds and Vi'let Beds. 


Still to reveal her artful Wiles, 
She ſtole the Graces ſi ken Smiles: 
She ſto'e Aurora's balmy Breath, 
and pilfer'd Orient Pearl for Tee: h; 
'The Cherry dipt in Morning Dew, 
Gave io.{er to her Lips and Hue. 


Theſe were her Infant Spoils, a Store, 
And fhe in Time ſtill pilſer'd more, 
At twelve, ſhe ſtole from Cyprus Queen, 
Her Air ard Love commandivg Mien, 
Stole Jan's Dignity, and ſtole. 
From Pallas, Senſe to Charm the Soul. 


Apolio's Wit was next her Prey, 
Her next, the Beam that lights the Day 3. 
She ſang. amaz'd the Syren's heard, 
d to adlert their Voice appear'd ; 


She play 
Wonder 

Great 
And rot 
It Lover 
Exert ye 
To T'ria 
And let 
And let 
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F 2 
5 
Brave 1 
The | 
All Ha: 
Let fly. 
Let e 


Thet 
Turi. 
To m 
He led 
To ſi 
Now e\ 
T'ne ble 
And 
= 
Fill“ 
Sulpher 
Witt 


Theirr 
To f 
At Six 
To vgivi 
Now 


A 
Britiſs 
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She play'd, the Muſes from their Hill, * 


Wondet'd who thus had ſtole their Skill. 


Great Fove approv'd her Crimes and Art, 
And t'other Day ſhe ſtole my Heart; 
it Lovers, Cupid, are thy Care. 
Exert your Vengeance on this Fair ; 
To Trial bring her ſtolen Charms, 
And let her Priſoa be my Arms. 
And let her Priſon be my Arms. 


SONG 121 Thurſday in the Morne 


'F Hurſday in the Morn the Ides of May, 
Recorded for ever the famous Ninety Two 3 
Brave Re did Gifcern by th' Dawa of Day, 

The lofty Sails of France advancing to : | 
All Hands, all Hands aloft, let Eng/i/p Valour ſhine 
Let fly a Culverin, the Signal for the Line, 

Let every Man iupply his Gan, 

Follow me, and you'll lee, 

Thet the Battle will ſfoun be won. | 
Toarvilfe on the Main Triumphant rowl'd, 

Lo meet the gallant Rye! to Combat on the deep 
He led a noble Train of Heroes bold, 

To ſink the Engiiſh Admiral at his feet; 

Now ev'ry valiant Mind to Victory doth atpire, 
T'he bloody Fight's begun the Sea it-ſelt's Fire 3 
And mighty Fate ſtood looking on, 
W hilt a Flood all of Blood, 
Fill'd the Port-holes of the Riſing Sun, 


Sulpher, Smoak and Fire, diſturb'd the Air, 


With Thunder and Wonder, 't afright's the Gal- 


lick Shore, | 

Their regulated Bands ſtood trembling near, 

To fee the lofty Streamers now no more: 
At Six o' Clock the Red, the ſmiling Victors led, 
To give a ſecond Blow, the total overthrow, 

Now Death and Horror equal reign, 

All they re cry 's run or dye, 
Britiſs Colours ride * vangaiſh'd Main. 
3 


bode aus af — 


„ 
Now they fly amaz'd thro' Rocks and Sands, 
One Danger to ſhunghey graſp a greater Fate; 
In vain they cry for aid to weepin g Lands, 
The Nymphs and Sea Gods mourn their loſ 
Eſtate: 
For evermore ad jeu thou dazling Riſing Sun, 
From thy untimely End thy Maſter's Fa te's begun, 
Enough thou mighty God of War, 
Now we Sing, bleſs the King, 
Here's a Health to every Engli/p Tar. | 
SONG 122. The blytheſt Bird, &c. 
He blytheſt Bird that ſings in May, 
f Was ne'er more blyth was ne'er more gay, 
Than I, ah Well. a- Day! 
Than 1, ab Well a Day 
F'er Collin yet had learn d to ſigh, 
Or | to gueſs the Reaſon why. 


O Love, ah Well a- Day! 
O Love, ab Well a Day! 


We kiſs'd, we toy'd tho' neither knew, 
From whence theſe fond Endearments grew; 
Till he, ah Well a Day 
Till be, & e 
By Time and other Swains made wiſe, 
Began. to talk of Heaits and Eyes, 
And Love, ah Well a day! 
| And Love, &. 
Kind Nature now took Collia's Part, 
My Eyes inform'd againſt my Heart, 
My Heart, ah Well a day 
| My Heart, &c. 
Straight g ow'd with thrilling Sympathy, 
And eccho'd back each gentle Sigh, 
Each Sigh, ah Well a day! 
| Each Sigò, &c. 
Can Love, alas ! by Wards be won? | 
He aſk'd a Proof a tender one, 
While I, ah Well a Day! 
While I, ab Melia Day! 


In Silence 
Can ſhe u 
A 


8 


9 
. E 
Might I | 
e U 


There P/ 
Involv'd 


In Raptu 


Know é h- 


One com 
vou die 


You die 
SON. 


Amintor. 
Paffora. 


Anintar 
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In Silence bluſh'd a fond Reply, 
Can ſhe who truly loves deny? 

Ah, no, ah Well a day! 

Ab, no, ab Well a day! 


_ SONG 123 Go Role, &c, 


O Roſe my Chloe's Boſom grace, 
5 How happy ſhould I prove, 
Might I ſupply that envied Place, 
With never fading Love, 
There Phenix like beneath her Bye, 
Involv'd in Fragrance burn aud die. 
In Raptures burn and die, | 


Know hapleſs Flow'r that thou ſhalt find. 
More fragrant Roles there; 
I ſee thy with'ring Head reclin'd, 
With Envy and Deſpair ; 
One common Fate we both muſt prove, 
You die with Envy, I die with Love, 
You die with Envy, 1 with Love. 


SONG 124. The Shepherd's Wedding: 


Amintor. D 4/111 as come with Myrtle crown'd, 
To bleſs her fond Amintor's 8 de, 
Ta otels ber fond Amintor's Side. 
The Sun in his extenſive Round, 
Ne'er ſaw fo ſweet, ſo fair a Bride, 
Neer jaw jo ſweet, ſo fair a Bride. 


Pafora, If ta be true is ſweet and fair, 
Paſtora with Luci nda vies, 
Paſtora, &. 
And ſweeter ſhe, than is the Air, 
That fleets beneath Arabjan Skies, 
That fleets, &c, 


Anintor. The Fields and Groves, each Hill and Vale, 
Have Witneſs of my faithful Vow : 
Have, Ec, 
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( 94 ) 
Long had I fi.h'd my am'rins Tale, 
But every Care's requited now, 
But every, &, 


Pallora, Without a Bluſh, I here repeat, 
What to the Nymphs | told before, 


What to the &c, 
For thee my tender Heart does beat, 


Poſſeſs'd of thee, I ask no more, 
Pofjeſid, &c. 
Amintor, Thus with this Wreath I crown thy Brows, 
And with this Kiſs my Love I ſeal, 
And with, &c. 
And may I when I break my Vows, 
The Pangs of tortur'd Lovers feel, 
The Pangs, &c. 


Paſtora. Should I, ungrateful to my Swain, 
AMiR him with domeſtic Strife, 
| Afi bin, &c. 
May I be driven from the Plain, 
By every virtoons Maid and Wife, 
By every virtuous Maid and Wife. 


SONG 125. Phy ſhould, Rc. 


HY ſhould a Heart fo tender break ? 
Oh! Myra give its Anguiſh Eaſe ; 
The Uſe of Beauty you miſtake, 
Not meant to vex but pleaſe, 
Not meant to vex but pleaſe, 


N 


Thoſe Lips for ſmiling are deſig n'd, 
And that Boſom to be preſs'd; 

Your Eyes to languiſh and look kind, 
For am'rous Arms your Waiſt, 


For am'rous, &c. 
Each Thing has its appointed Right, 
Eſtabliſh'd by the Powers above; 


The Sun and Stars give Warmth and Light, 
The Heav'ns diſtribute Love, 


1 The Heavns, &C: 


SON 


Ail 
vw 
Decks ev 
Witn wa 
Like Mz: 
Like his 
When 
Pleas'd v 
A tbouſa 
A thouſa 
Tho? dif 
Nor this 


Thus 
From C 
Vet not 
Nor yet 
But *tis 
With m 
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O 
* 
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Be care 
Tis 


(28 7 
SONG 126 Hail Windſor, &c. 


ail Vindſar erown'd with lofty Towers, 
Where Nature wantons at her Will : 
Decks every Vale with Fruits ard Flow'rs, 
Witn waving Trees adorn each Hill. 
Like Mars with Venus in his Arms, 
Like his thy Strength, like hers thy Charms. 


When o'er thy Plains I ſtretch mine Eyes, 
Pleas'd with thy Proſpects uncorfin'd ; 

A tbouſand Scenes before me rife, 

A thouſand Beauties charm my Mind, 

Tho' different each, yet each agrees, 

Nor this nor that, but all Things pleaſe. 


Thus 5S?rephon views his lovely Fair, 
From Charm to Charm in Raptures loſt, 
Yet not her. Face, nor Shape, nor Air, 
Nor yet her Eyes tranſport him moſt. 
But *tis the heavenly fiaiſh'd Whole, 
With matchieſs Grace delights the Soul. 


SONG 127, The ſleepy Fair. 


NE Summer's Eve, as Strephon rov'd, 
Wrapt up in Thought profound, 
Surpriz'd he ſaw his beſt belov'd, 
Lye ſleeping on the Ground, 
Lye ſleeping on the Ground, 
Awake my pretty Sleeper wake, 
Awake to Strephon's Call; 
Be careful ſor your Lover's Sake * 
' [is Night, the Dew Drops fall. 


Then to her Cheek his Lips he laid, 
And gently ſtole a Kiſs, 

She ſtill ſlept on. He not diſmayed, 
Repeats the iranſient Bliſs, 

She wakes, and thus with angry Tone, 
Away, away, ſhe cries ; 

Then fault'ring bids the Swain be gone: 
Then 6gh'd and clos'd her Eyes. 


( 


But let n 


Tho? cruel are your Words, ſweet Maid, 
Can Sighs proceed from Hate ? 


N My Doubts are gone. Then down he laid, 
ö Retolv'd to ſhare her Fate He, Bridem 
. Deſended from the noxious Air, All, a 
1 Within his Arms ſhe lay, By Mida 
4 And tho' the Swain oft wak'd the Fair, Norg 
'#1 She ſaid no more till Day. 
= SONG 128, Gentle Love, &c. + mths. 
I "AEntle Love this Hour befriend me, To m 
1 To my Eyes reſign thy Dart, ÞIl open & 
4:8 Notes of melting Muſick lend me, Nor e 
1 To diſſolve a frozen Heart, 
. Chill as Mountain Snow her Boſom, 
3" Tho' I tender Language uſe, He. No, r 
24 Tis by cold indiff'rence Fung To ni 
+9 To my Arms and to my Muſe. Faſt loc 
1 See my dying Eyes are pleading. 3 
bt! 10 Where a broken . appears, 
7 9 q For thy Pity intercediog, 
Bo: With the Eloquence of Tears, | © Ther 
bo While the Lamp of Life is fading, * _—_ 
by And beneath thy Coldneſs dies, To Ch 
1 Death my ebbing pulſe invading; O th 
3} Take my Soul into thy Eyes, 
| SONG 129. PHILL1S. 1 
He. Ark, Hark, o'er the Plains, how the mer. 
ry Bells ring, | Away thi 
Aſleep while my Chamber is laid, Ye Ny 
Aſleep while my Chamber is laid, Let Beau 
The Village is up, and the Day's on the Wing, 'Tis fo 
And Phillis may yet die a Maid, my. poor Girl, 'Tis fo 


And Phillis may yer die a Maid. 


She. Tis barely yet Day, and I cannot away: SONC 
Damon, I'm young and afraid ; 


To morrow my Dear, I'll to Chuch withoat N 
Fsar A 


2 


0] 


But let me To-night lie a Maid, 
My dear Boy, &c. 


He. Bridemaid's are met, and Mamma's on the Pet, 
All, all, my coy Pbillis upbraid; 
By Midnight my Dear, ſhall be eas'd of her Fear, 
Nor grieve ſhe's no longer a Maid, 


My dear Girl, &c. 
She, Dear Shepherd forbear, and To-morrow I ſwear 


To morrow I'll not be afraid ; 
I']l opza the Door, and deny you no more, 
Nor cry to live longer a Maid, 
My dear Boy, &c. 


He. No, no, Phi//is, no, on thy Boſom of Snow, 
To night ſhall your Shepherd be lad ; 


Faſt lock'd in my Arms, you ſhall yield up your 
Charms, 


Nor wifh to live lon ger a Maid, 
| * dear Girl, &c. 


He. Then open the Door, 'twas 3 befote, 
Twas Damon his Bliſs, that delay'd; 
To Church let us go, and if there I ſay no, 
O then let me die an old Maid, 


My dear Boy, &c. 
DUET ef s. 


Away then, away, and to Love give the Day, 
Ye Ny mphs, let Example periuade 

Let Beaury be tim'd, when the Scain's in the Mind, 
Tis fooliſh to dis an old Maid, my dear Girl, 
'Tis fooliſh to die an old Maid. 


SONG 130. Tes I'm in Love, &c. 


ES, I'm in Love, I feel it now, 
And Czlia has undone me; 
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And yet, I ſwear, I can't tell how, 
The pleaſing Plague ſtole on me. 


Tis tot her Face that Love creates, 
For there no Graces revel ; : 
*Tis not her Shape, for there the Fates, 

Have rather been uncivil, 


"Tis not her Air, fer ſare in that, 
Taere's nothing more than common; 
And all ber Senſe is only Chat, 
Like any other Weman. 


Her Voice, her Touch, might give th' Alarm, 
* Tis both, perhaps, or neither; 

In ſhort, 'tis that provoking Charm. 
Of Celia all together, 


SONG 131, Fngliſh Roaſt Beef, &c. 


X Hen mighty Roaſt Beef was the Ezgliſt man's 
WY Focd, f 
It enobled our Veins and enriched our Blood, 
Our Zoldiers were brave and our Courtiers were 
ed. | 
Oh . Roaſ Beef of Old England f 
And O.d Engiith Roaff Beef. 


But ſince we have learn'd from all corquering France 

io zat their Ragoutes as well as to dance. 

We are ſed up with nothing but vain Compliſance, 
Oh the Roaſt Beef, &c. 


Our Fathers cf 01d were robuſt, ſtout and ſtrong, 
And kept hen! Houſe with goed Chear all Day long, 
Whicn now their plump Tenants rejoice in this 
ong. | 
Oh the Roaſt Beef, &c. 


But now we are dwindled, to what ſhall IJ name, 
A ſneaking poor Race, half begotten — and tame, 
Why ſuily troſe Honcurs that once ſhone in Fame, 
00 1he Roaſt Beef, &c. | 


When g00c 


E'er Coffee 
The Worl: 
Ob t 


In thoſe D 
They ſelde 
As Witnet 
Oh tl 

Oh then tl 
And when 
rig 


But now w 


Their Bri 
Ob t 


E'er Coffi 
Our Ance 
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Oh t 
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Cca'd m: 
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Our Saile 
And ſent 
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(8 + 
When good Queen Elizabetb ſat on the Throne, 
Fer Coffee, es, or ſuch Slip Slops were known, 
The World was in Terror if e'er ſhe did frown, 

Oh the Roaſt Beef, &c. 


In thoſe Days, if Fleets did perſume on the Main, 
They ſeldom or never return'd back again; 
As Witneſs the vaunting Armada of Spain. 

Oh the Roaſt Beef, &c. 


Oh then they had Stomachs to eat and to fight, 
And when Wrongs were a cooking, to do themſelves 
right! | | 
But now we're a ccu'd —— but good Night. 
Oh the Roaſt Beef, &c. | 


SONG 132. To the Tune of, Eng- : 
liſh Roaſt Beef. 


WW Fen humming brown Beer was the Eng /i/5- 
man's Taſte, 


Our Wives they were merry, our Daughters were 
chaſte ; | | I 

Their Breath ſmelt like Roſes whenever embrac'd 7\ 
Oh the brown Beer of Old England! 7 
And Old Engliſh Sre,õJ; Beer. at 


F'er Coffee and Tea found its Way to the Town, 

Our Anceſtors they by their Fires ſat down, vel 

Their Bread it was white, and their Beer it was | bh: 
brown. % 

Oh the brown Beer, &c, 


Our Heroes of old, of whoſe Conqueſts we boaſt, $14 

Cca'd make a good Meal of a Pot and a Toaſt, + 
Oh did we fo now, we ſhould ſoon rule the Roaſt | : | 
Ob the brown Beer, &c. 
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When the great Spani/> Fleet on the Coaſt did 


appear, 
Our Sailors each one drank a Jorum of Beer, 
And ſent them away with a Flea in their Ear. 
Ob the brown Beer, &c. 
| I 
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Our Clergymen then took a Cup of good Beer, 
E're they mounted the Roſtrum their Spirits to chear, 


Then preach'd againſt Vices, tho' Courtiers were 
near, 


Oh the brown Beer, &c. 


Their DoArines then were authentic and bold, 
Well grounded on Scripture and Fathers of old, 
But now they preach nothing but what they are told, 


Oh the brown Beer, &<c, 


But ſince the Geneva and ſtiong Rattafea, 
They are dwindled to nothing, but tay —— let 
. me ſee 
Faith, nothing at all, but meer fiddle dee dee, 

Oh the brown Beer, &c. 


SONG 133. Why heaves my foud 


H Y heaves my fond Boſom, ah ! What can 
it mean? ; 
Why flatters my Heatt that was once ſo ſerere? | 
Why this ſighirg and trembling when Daphne 1s 
near ? 
Or why, when ſhe's abſept, this Sorrow and Fear! 
Or why, when ſhe's abſent, this Sor:ow and Fea. } 


Methinks I for ever with Wonder could trace, | 
The thouſand ioft Chzrms that embelliſh thy Fact; 
Each Moment I view thee, more Beavtes I find. 
With thy Face I am charm'd, but enſlav'd by ty 
Mind, 

With thy Face, &c, 
3 rtainied with Fol'y. unfullied by Pride, 
ere rative good Humour and Virtue refide ; 
Pray Tleaven that Virtue thy Soul may ſupply, 
Wah © cmpsflion for him who without thee muſt die 


| With Compaſſim, &c. 
CCNG 134. Ghoſts of ev'ry &c. 


ine its of eviry Occupation, 
RK T7 iy Rank, and ev'ry Nation, 


Some with C 


Some to hap 
Preſs the! 


Here a Sold 
Prates of W. 
Stateſmen h 
Poets Senſe 
Lawye 
Courtit 
Bullies 
Zealot 
Knaves anc 
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With te! 
Ah ! let th 
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Is to be 
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And a Sh 
VI ch; 


Ah] ah 
Death ar 
Cold, col 


( at } 


some with Crimes all foul and ſpotted, 
Some to happier Climes allotted, 
Preſs the Stygian Lake to pals. 


Here a Soldier roars like Thunder, 
Prates of Wenches, Wine and Plunder: 
Stateſmen here the Time accuſing ; 
Poets Senſe for Rhines abuſing ; 

Lawyers chatt'ring, 

Courtiers flatt'ring, 

Bullies ranting, 

Zealots canting, 
Knaves and Fools of e'ery Claſs, 


SONG 135. Roſy Bowers. 
(Sullenly Mad) 


| roly Buwers where ſleeps the God of Love 


Hither ye little waiting Cupid fly; 
'Leach me in ſoft melodious Strains to move, 
With tender Paſſion my Heart's darling Joy; 
Ah ! let the Soul of Muſic tune my Voice, 
To win dear Strephon, who my Soul enjoys. 


 (Mirthfullty Mad) 
Or if more influencing, 

Is to be briſk and airy, 
With a Step and a Bound, 
And a Friſk from the Ground, 

PII trip like any Fairy, 

As once en Ida Dancing, 

Were three celeſtia Bodies; 
With an Air anda Face, 
And a Shape and a Grace, 

UiI charm like Beauty's Goddeſs, 


(M:1ancholly Mad) 


Ah! ah ! 'tis all in vaio, 'tis all in vain, 

Death and Deſpair muſt end the fatal Pain: 

Cold, cold Deſpair, diſguis'd like Snow and Rain, 
1 2 a 
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Falls on my Breaſt ; bleak Winds in Tempeſts 
blow : | 

My Veins all ſhiver, and my Fingers glow : 

Ny Pulſe beats a dead March for loſt Repoſe, 

And to a Lump of Ice my poor fond Heart is froze, 


( Fantaſtically Mad) 


Ar ſay ye Powers to crown, 
vw: all thaw myſelf, or drown, 
among the foaming Billows ? 
Ir.creafing all with Tears I ſhed, 
On Beds of Ooze, and cryſtal Pillows, 
Ley down my Love fick Head. 


{Starz Mad) 


No. no, no, no. I! ſtraight run mad, 
hat ſoon my Heart will warm; 
Wien once the Senſe is fled, 
Love has no Power to charm, 
W:134hrough the Woods I'll fly, 
Aubes, Locks ſhall thus be ter.: 
E thouſand Deaths I'lI die, 
cx thus in vain adore, 


SONG 136. While Strephon, &c. 


\ 5 7 HIL E Strepbon on fair Chloe hung, 
| And gently woo'd, and ſweetly ſung ; 
The Nymph, in a diſdainful Air, 
has Smiling mack'd the Shepherd's Care. 

Swain, I know that you diſcover, 

Ia my fo:m a thouſard Charms; 
Can you point me out a Lover, 
Worthy my encircling Arms. 


Boy, no more approach my Beauty, 
Till you equal Merit boaſ 0 

To adore me is a Duty, 
Thouſands witneſs to their Coſt: 


Stung to the Heart, the redd'n ing Swain, 


Lo the vain Maid retorts again, 
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Fooliſh Creature, d.d each Feature 

Bloom beyond the Pride of N.ture 3 
Artfal feigning, coy ditdaining 

Vain Coquet, deſtroys ther all: 

Go o'e:bcaring, proud, inf: aring, 

Lay a thouſand Fops defpairing : 
Then complying, ſighing dying. 

To ſome Fool a V\&m ball. 


Nymphs, I'ke you, while they're deceiving, . 
Augels all in Front appe 1; 
Bud the Sot their Arts beiicving, 
But the Sot their Arts believing, 
Finds the D:vil in the Rear. 


SONG 13% The Northern Laſs, 
OME : ke you Glaſs, the Northern Laſs 


So prettily ad vis'd, 

| drack he Health and realy was 
Ag eeably iu pris'd, 

Her Shape fo neat, her Voice ſo ſweet, 
Her Air and Mein fo tree, 

The Syren chat i'd me from my Meat, 
But take your D ink ſaid ſhe, , 


It from. the North ſuch Beauty comes, 
How is :t that I feel | 
Within my Breaſt that glowing Fame, 
No Tongue can e'er reveal; 
Tho' cold and raw the North Wind blows, 
All Summer's on her Beaſt, 
Her Skin wa. like the driven Snow, 
Bat Sun ſhine all the reſt. 


Her Hear! may Southern Climates melt, 
Tho? fr-z .n now it ſeems 3 

That Joy with Pain be equal felt, 
And ballanc'd.in Extreams; 

Then like our genial Wine ſhall charm, 
With Love my panting Breaſt ; 

Me like Sun her Heart ſha!l warm, 
Be Ice to all the reſt, 
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| ( 104 ) 
SONG 138. Cine ever ſmiling, &c. 


0 O ME, ever ſmiling Liberty, | 
And with thee bring thy jocund Train, 
Come, ever ſmiling Liberty, 

And with thee bring thy jocund Train. 
Come, ever ſmiling, ſmiling Liberty, 

And with tnet bring thy jocund Train, 

And with thee brirg t y jocund Train, 


And with thee bring thy jocund Train, thy jotund 


Train, 
And with thee bring thy jocund Train. 
For thee we pant and ſigh, 
For thee, &c. 
With whom eternal Pleaſures reign. 


Come ever ſm ling Liberty, 
And with thee bring thy jocund Train, 
Come, ever ſmiling Liberty, 
Come, ever ſmiling Liberty, 
And with'thee bring thy jocund Tra in, 
Thy jocund. Train, 
And with the bring thy jocund Train. 


SONG 139. From ſcourging, &c. 
ROM ſccurging Rebellion ard baffling proud 


france, 
Crown'd wi.h Laurels, behold Britiſb William ad- 
vance ; 
His Triumph to grace, and diſtinguiſh the Day, 
The Sur brighter ſhines, and all Nature looks gay. 
Y our Glaſſes charze bigh ; 
"Tis in brave Will an Praile, 
To his Glory your Voices and Inſtru ments raie. 


W nile loft in ſoft Pleaſure we courted Kepoſe, 
Our Hero flew forth, tho' the Streams round him 
froze : f | 
Tc guard us from Tyrazts, ench Danger defy'd, 
Aud wou'd conquer or die by la Cideriy's ide. 
Your Glaſtes, &t, 
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(105) 1 


Peace comes in his Train, faireſt Offiprings of Sky, 
Ev'ry Bliſs in her Smile, eviry Chirm in her Eye: 


While that Foe to Man, that worſt Fiexd Civil War, 


— * 


Is gnaſhing her Teeth, and faſt bound to his Car. 
| Fuur Glaſſes, &c. 


Huw kateful the Monarch who lur'd by falſe Fame, 


To ſatiate his Pide. ſets the World in a Flame! 
How glorious the King, whoſe intelligent Mind! 
Makes Grandeur conſiſt to protecting Mankind. 


tour Glaſſes, &c. 


Ye Warriors on whom we juſt Honours beſtow, 

O tbi:k on the Source whence our Evils. do flow: 

Com manded by Villiam, attack next the Gau/, 

And bind thoſe in Chains, who wou'd Britons en- 
thrall. Tour Glaſſes, &c. 


SONG 140. As Chloe on Flowers, 


S Chloe on Flowers reclin'd o'er the Stream, 
She ſigh'd tothe Breeze, and made Collin her 
Theme : (Breeze, 
Tho? pleaſant the Stream, and tho' cooling there 
And the Flowers tha” fragrant, ſhe panted for Eaſe, 
| And the Flowers, &c, 


The Stream. it was fickle, and haſted away, 
It kiſs'd the ſweet Banks, but no longer would ſtay 
Tho? bcautious inconſtant, and faithleſs tho? fair, 
Ah !. Collin look in, and behold. thyſelf there, 
Ah! Collin look in, &. 


The Breeze that ſo ſweet on her Boſom did play, 
Now rol: to a Tempeſt, and dark n'd the Day, 
As (oft as the Breeze, and as loud as the Wind, 
Such Collin when angry, and Collin when kind, 

| Such Collin when, &ec, 


The Flowers when gather'd fo. beauteous avd ſweet, 

Now fade on her Boſom. and die at her Feet ; 

As fair in their Bloom, and as foul in Decay, 

Such Collin when preſent, and Collin aways 
Such Collin when, &c> 
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In Rage and Deſpair from the Ground ſhe aroſe, 

And from her the Flowers ſo faded ſhe throws; 

She weeps in the Stream. and ſhe ſighs to the Wind, 

And reſolves to drive Collin quite out of her Mind, 
And reſolves, &c. 


But what her reſolves, when her Collin appear'd, 


The Stream it ſtaod ſtill, and no Tempelt was heard, 


The Flowers recover'd their beautiful Hue, 
She found he was kind, and believ'd he was true, 
She found he, &c. 


SONG 141. Ak thou ſily dotard, 


SK, thou filly dotard Man. 
"A Whence our Ruin firſt began, 
How our Grief and deadly Woe 
Did from Vaman, Wiman flow. 


We might live and happy be, 
Could we ſhun this Enemy; 

All the Pangs the Heart &'er knew 
From vain Woman, Woman, grew. 


Aﬀe what calm Felicity 

Mao e:joy'd, how bleſt was he: 

Noag ht could nis Repoſe invade, , 
Till falſe Foman, ſhe was made 


Soon as-ſhe receiv'd her Breath, 
Man was ſubj-& unto Death: 
Others Evils, to their Shame, 
From deceitful Forman came, 


Aſk what Ils befel old 775, 

W bich falſe Helen did deſtroy, 
Of the tencer Bridegrooms, who, 
Were by W1man, Woman flew. 


How the.brave Mark Anthony, 

Loſt the World by ſaithleſs She; 
Ruin'd States, loſt Crowne and Kings, 
From vain Foman, Woman, ſprings, 
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(IF ) 
SONG 142. To heal the Smart, &c. 


O heal the Smart a Bee had made, 
Upon my Chloe's Face, 
Honey upon her Cheeks ſhe laid, 
And bid me kiſs the Place. 


Pleas'd, I obey'd, and from the Wound, 
Imbib'd both ſweet and ſmart : 

The Honey on my Lips I found, 
The String within my Heart, 


SONG 143. The Flower of Edin- 


burgh. 


Love was once a bonny Lad, 
He was the Flower of all his Kin, 
The Abſence of his pretty Face, | 
My tender Heart has rent in twain : 
I Day nor Nigat find no Delight, 
In filent Tears I ſtill complain, 
Andexclaim againſt thoſe, my cruel Foes, 
That have taken from me my, darling Swain, 
Deſpairing Anguiſh fills my Breaſt, 
Since 1 hon loſt my blooming Roſe, 
I ſigh and mourn while others reſt, 
His Abſence hinders all repoſe - 
To find my Love, I' range and rove 
 Thro' every pleaſant Grove and Plain, 
Thus I never will ceaſe, but in queſt ſpend my Days, 
Untill I find my darling Swain. 


There's nothing ſtrange in Nature's change, 
Since Parent's ſhew ſuch Cruelty ; 
Therefore from me my Dear does range, 
He knows not to what Deſtiny ; 
The pretty Kids and tender Lambs, 
Now ceale to ſport on the fair Plain. 
But do mourn and lament, in deep Diſcontent 
The Abſence of my darling Swain. 


Kind Xepture, let me thee intreat 
To ſend a fa'r and pieaſant Gale; 
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( x68 } 
Ye Dolphins neat, upon me wait, 

And convey me on your Tail. 
Heavens bleſs my Voyage with Succeſs, 
W hilſt ſailing.on the raging Main, 
And waſt me o'er to that ſame Shore, 
To ſee my lovely darling Swain, 


All Joy and Mirth at our Return; 
Shall then abound from Teed to Tay: 
The Bells ſhall ring, while Birds do fing, 
To crown our hippy nuptial Day: | 
Thus bleſs's with Charms, in my Love's Arms, 
Once more my Heart will him attain, 
I'll range no more to a foteign Shore, 
But in love will enjoy my darling Swain, 


SONG 144. A Gurting J went, 


Courting I went to.my Love, 

Who is ſweeter than Roſes in May; 
And when I'came to her by Jove, 

The Devil a Word could I ſay. 


I walk'd with her into the Garden, 
There fully intended to woo her ;. 
But, may I be ne'er worth a Farthing, 

It of Love I ſaid any thing. to her, 


I claſp'd her Hand cloſe to my Breaſt, 

While my Heart was as light as a Feather ; 
Yet nothing I ſaid I proteſt, 

But, — Madam, tis very fine Weather, 


To an Ardour I did her attend, 

She ask'd me to come and fit by her; 
J crept to the farthermoſt End, 

For I was afraid to come nigh her. 


I ask'd her which Way was the Wind, 

For I thought in ſome Talk we muſt enter; 
Way, Sir ! ſhe anſwer'd, and grinn'd, 

Have you juit ſent your Wits for a Venture? 
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Then into the Parlour we went, | 
There | vou'd I my Paſſion would try, 


But there I was ſtill as a Mouſe, 
Oh ! what a dull Booby was | ? 


SONG 145. The Fields and, &c. 


HE Fields and the Groves in freſh Verdure 
ſhone gay, 

And Philome/ chaunted her Love labour'd Song; 

When the Nymphs and ihe Swains in their brighteſt 
Array, 

To chuſe a May Lady, mov'd ſportive along, 
Hach Youth darnt with Ardour his Nymph to 
create. (her fond Mate, 
Each Nymph, with ſoft Glances, ſaſt caugac 

And each one impatiently waited her Fate. 
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But when Amary//is among them appear'd, * 
Like Beauty's fair Goddeſs, attended by Love ; 
With Graces attractive each Heart ſhe endear'd, 
Sur paſſing bright Juno, the Conſort of Jove. 
Ihe Shepherds admiring, glad Homage do pay, 
The Nymphs with their Garlands no longer delay, 
To crown Beauty's Paragon Queen of May. 


SONG 146 A: the ſilent Ev'uing. 


T the ſilent Ev'ning Hour, 
Two fond Lovers in a Buwer, 
Sought, ſought their mutual Blis ; 
Tho! her Heart was juſt relenting, 
Tho' her Eyes ſeem'd juſt conſenting, 
Let, yet, ſhe fear'd to kiſs. 
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Since this ſecret Shade, he cry'd, 
Will thoſe roſy Bluſhes hide, 
Why, why will you refit 3 
When no tell tale Spy is near us, 
Eye not ſees, nor Ear can hear us, 


Who, who would aot be kiſt. 


F i100 


Cz/ia, hearing what be ſaid, 
Geotly lifted up her_Head, 
Her Breaſt ſoft Wiſhes fill; 
If, faith ſhe, no Spy is near us, 
Eye not ſees, nor Ear can hear us, 
Kiſs, kiſs me if you wil. 


SONG 147. / hen Britain firſt, &c. 
„ Britain fieſt by Heaven's Command, 


Aroſe from out the azure Main; 
This was the Charter, the Charter of the Land, 
And Guardian Apgels ſung the Strain, 
Rule, Britannia, Britannia rule the Waves, 
Far Britons never will bs Slaves. 


The Nations, not ſo bleſs'd as thee, 
Muſt in their Turn to Tyrants fall; 
Whilſt thou ſhalt flaariſh, ſhalc flouriſh great and 


free, 
The Dread and envy of them all. 
Rule Britannia, Ec, 


Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, 
More dreadful from each foreign Stroke ; 
As the loud Blaſt that tears, that tears the Skies, 
Serves but to root thy native Oak. 
| Rule Britannia, Cc. 
Thee, haughty Tyrants ne'er ſhall tame, 
All theic Attempts to bend thee down, 
Will but arouſe, arouſe thy generous Flame, 
And work their Woe, and thy Renown. 
| Rule, Britannia, Cc. 
To thee belongs the rural Reign, : 
Thy Cities Fall with Commerce ſhine ; 


All thine ſhall be, ſhall be the ſubject Main, 
And ey'ry Shore it circles, thine. 


Rule, Britannia, &c, 


The Muſes, ſtill with Freedom found, 
Shall to thy happy Coaſts repair ; 
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Bleſs'd Iſle, with Beauty, with matchleſs Beauty 
crown'd. 
And manly Hearts to guard the Fair. 
Ru le, Britannia, &c, 


SONG 148. The Mzyrning, &c. 


1 Morning freſh, the Sun in Eaſk, 
Now gilds the ſmiling Day 3 
The Morning freſh, the Sun in Eaſt, 
Now gilds the ſmiling Day; 
The Lark forſakes his dewy Neſt, 
The Fields all round are gayly dreſs'd, 
Ariſe my Love, and play; 
Ariſe my Love, and play. 
Come forth my Fair, come forth bright Maid, 
And bleſs thy Sheperd's Sight; 


Come, &C, 


Lend ev'ry folded Flow'r thy Aid, 
Unveil the Roſe's bluſhing Shade, 

And give them ſweet Delight, 

And give them ſweet Delight, &c. 
Thy Preſence makes all Nature ſmile, 

Thoſe Smiles your Charms improve; 

Thy Prejence, &c; 

Thy Strains the lifning Birds beguile, 
And, az invite, reward their Toil, 

And tune their Notes to Love, &c, 
Beneath the fragrant Hawthorn Tree, 
The Flowery Wreaths I'll twine, 


| Beneath the, &c. 
E're other Eyes their Beauties ſee, 
They on thy Brows adorn'd ſhall be; 

The happy Taſk be mirc, be mine, &c. 


SONG 149. From ſweet bewitching 


fx {weet bewitching Tricks of Love, 
Yourg Men your -_ ſecure; 
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Left from the Paths of Senſe you rove, - 
In Dotage premature, 


| In Dotage premature, 
Look at each Laſe thro' Wiſdom's Glaſs, | 
Don't truſt the raked Eye; 
GCallants beware, look ſharp, take Care, 
The Blind eat many a Fly, | 
The blind eat many, 


Not only on their Hands and Necks, 
The borrow'd White you'll find; 

Some Belles, when Intereſt directs, 
Car even paint the Mind. 


Kc. 


— 


Can even, &e. 


Joy in Diſtreſs they can expreſs, 
Their very Looks can lye. 
Gallants beware, &. 
Their's not a Spiniſter in the Realm, 
But all Mankind can cheat, 
Down to the Cottage from the Helm, 
The Learn'd, the Brave, and Great. 
The Learn'd, &c. 


With lovely Looks, and golden H coks, 


J*entangle us they try. 
| Gallants beware, &t, 
Could we with Ink the Ocean fill, 
Was Earth of Parchment made; 
Was every ſingle Stick a Quill, 
Each Man a Scribe by Trade, 
Each Man a Scribe by Trade. 
To write the Tricks of half the Sex, 
Would drain that Ocean dry. 
Gallants beware, look ſharp, take care, 
The — mary a Fly, the Blind eat many a 
v. 


SONG 150. Behold the ſweet, Kc 


Enold the ſweet Flowers around, 
With all the bright Beauties they wear, 
| With ail the bright Beauties they wear, 
2et nore on the Plains can be found, 
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So lovely, ſo lovely, as Cælia is fair, 
So lovely, as Celia is fait. 
Ye Warblers come raiſe your ſweer Throats, 
No longer in Silence remain, 
No longer, &. 
O lend a fond Lover your Notes, 
To ſoften, to ſotten my Cæœlia's Diſdain, 
To ſeften, to toften my C#/ia's Diſdain. 
O't times in yon flow'ry Vale, 
] veeathe my Complaints in a Song, 
I bregite, & a 


Fair Hora attends the ſad Tale, 


Ard ſweetens, and ſweetens the Borders along 


And ſweetens the Borders along. 
But Cælia whoſe Breath might perfume, 
The Boiom of Flora in May, 
The Bojom, &c., 
Still frowning pronounees my Doom, | 
Regardleſs, regardleſs of all I can ſay, 
Regardleſs of all I can lay. 


SING 151. How bleſt were, Kc. 


OV bleſt were Mortals, would they know, 
The Favours which the Gods b:ftow, 
The Favours, &e. 


Bat partial Paſſion Reps between, 


And quite confounds the charmiag Scene; 
Withing, whining, fi1ll repining, 
| Wiſhing, whining & 


Every Wretch creates his Pains, 

Thea of Heaven and Fate complains. 

Vain are Riches, vain is Glory, 

Nature ſpreads her Gifts before ye, 
Nature ſpreads, &C 

Kind Heaven erough to all hath lent, 

den take your Share ard be content, 

Joy and Pleaſure without Meaſure, 


Joy ana, &c. 
* 2 
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For your kind Acceptance wait, 
Ine ſcize your Blits, and ſmile at Fate. 


SONG 152. I ſeek not at once, &c 


Seek not at once in a Female to find, 
The Form of a Finus with Pallus's Mind; 


Let the Girl that I love have but prudence in View, 


That tho' ſne Ceceive, I may ſtill think ber True. 

Be her Perſon not beautious, but pleaſing and clean, 

Let ker Temper be cloudleſs and open her Mien; 

By Foliy, I'll Natute, nor Vanity led. 

Nor indebted to Paint, nor indebted to Paint, for 
white or for red, 


May her Tongue, that dread Weapon in maſt of 
the Sex. 

Pe empioy'd to Delight, and rot to Perplex : 
Let het not be too bold, nor yet frown at a jeſt, 
For Prudes I deſpiſe, and Coquets J deteſt. 
May ber Hlumovr the taſte of the Company hit, 
Not aftc&:dly Wiſe, nor too pert with her Wit: 
Go find out the fair One that's fo:m'd on my Plain, 
And I'll love her for ever, — I mean if I can, 


SONG 153. The well advis'd Lover 


H Strephon ! ceaſe, nor hope to mave, 
The Courts of Heav'o with thy Complaint ; 
AP: not a fruitfolneſs Boon with Jene, 
With all his Might wants Pow'r to grant, 


In vain, alaſs ! is other Aid, | 
To ceaſe the Torments you endure ; 


The Wounds Almiglity Love has made, 


Almighty Leve alone can Cure, 


Fly ſwiftly then to Cælia's Eyes, 
*Tis Cælia can apply the Balm, 

Will bid your eager Tranſports riſe, 
And all your idle Fears be Calm. 


Still, Strephon, Love with Patience burn, 
Ard of ycur pleaſing Chaias be proud; 
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If ſhe, kind Maid, afford Return, 
She, ſhe's: yaur Heav'n, and you're a God. 


SONG 154. The imptoring Lover. 


Ently hear me charming Fair, 
Ever kind, and ever dear; 
All my dying Pains remove, 
Chloe, ſmile, and ſay you ove: 
On your Boſom let me lay, 
Sigh, and gaze my Soul away, 
On your Boſom, &c; 
Bi\my Kiſſes, pow'rful Joys, 
Such as Death, nor Time deſtroys, 
Ob! my deareſt fair One give, 
So Jever bleſt ſhall live; 
Mare than Gods in Heav'n can be, 
Thou alone art Heav'n to me. 
More than Gods, &c, 


SONG 155. The generous Lovers: 


Alſe tho! ſhe be to me and Love, 
; I'll ne'er purſue Revenge, 
For ſtill the Charmer I] approve, * 
Tho' I deplore her Change. 


In Hours of Bliſs we oſt' have met, 
They could not always laſt. 
Aud tho? the Preſent I regret, 
I'm grateful for the Paſt, 


SONG 156. Flow few among, Kev 


OW few among the Thoufand Pairs, 
By Wedlock doom'd to certain Cares, 

Are fit the Yoke to bear, 

Are fit the Yoke to bear, 
The Husband claims his Sovereign Right, 
The Wife runs counter out of Spight, 

And does her Vows for ſwear, | 

And does her Vows forſwear, 
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But ſome there are, whom mutual Love, 
Does prompt with free Conſent to move, 


Sub miſſive to their Fate, 


Submiſſive to their Fate, 

Thrice happy is that prudent He, 
Thrice happy is that prudent She, 
Bleſs'd with fo kind a Mate. 
Bleſs'd with ſo kind a Mate, 


Should I and Cælia ever join, 
J would be her's and ſhe'd be mine; 

For we two would be One, 

For we two would be One. 
Complyicg with each other's Will, 
Of pgen'rous Love wouid take our Fill, 

Our Joys ſhould ne'er be done, 

Our Joys ſhould ne'er be done. 


SONG 157. Fill me a Bewl, &. 


ILL me a Bowl, a mighty Bow], 
Large as my capacious Soul; 

Fill me a Bowl, a mighty Bowl. 

Large as my capacious Soul 3 
Vaſt as my Thirſt 1s, 

Let it have Depth enough to be my Grave; 
J mean the Grave of all my Cate, | 
For I deſign to bury't there; 

Let it of Silver faſhon'd be, 

Worthy of Wine, worthy of me, 

Worthy to adorn the Spheres, 
Worthy to adorn the Spheres, 

As that bright Cup, as that bright Cup, 
Amongſt the Stars, 

Fiil me a Bowl, a mighty Bowl, 

Large as my capacious Soul, 


SONG 158. The too curious Leer 


S *Cz/ig in her Garden ſtra y'ſt, 
Secute, nor dream: of Harm, 


— 


( 2»7 } 
A Bee approach'd the lovely Maid, 
And reited on her Arm, 


The curious, Inſect thither flew, 
To taſte the tempting Bloom; 

But, with a thouſand Sweets in View, 
It found a ſudden Doom. 


Her nimble Hand of Life bereav'd, 
The Darling little Thing, 
But firſt the ſnowy Arm receiv'd, 
And felt the painful Sting, 


Oace only could that Sting ſurprize, 
Once be injurious found, 

Not io the Darts of Cælig's Eyes, 

They never ceaſe to wound, 


Oh wou'd the ſhort liv'd burning Smart: 
The Nymph to Pity move, 

And teach her to regard the Heart 
She fires wich endleſs Love! 


SONG 159 The timorons Lover. 


He Luſtre of thy charming Eyes, 
Where nimb'e L:ght' ning plays 3. 
With equal Pleaſure and Sarprize, 
1 giddily Survey : 
But mill I vew thy Charms in vain, 
They cauſe, but canot eaſe my Pain, 
For ſhouid I with ſuch Beauty dare 
Attempt to quench my Fire, 
Within thy Arms, immortal Fair! 
1 muſt at once Expire. 
Still then I view thy Charms in vain, 
hey cauſe, but cannot eaſe my Pain. 


SONG 160. The Addreſs. 


Tu. pleaſing Hope and painful Fear. 
True Love divided lies, 

With artleſs Look and ſoul ſincere, 
Above all mean Difguilc : 
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For Cœlia thus my Heart is mov'd, 
Accept it lovely Fair, 
I've lik'd before, but never lov'd, 
But let me not Deſpair, 
But let me not Deſpair. 


My Fate before your Feet I lay, 
Sentence your Willing Slave ! 
Remember, tho' that Tyrants ſlay, 
And heavenly Powers fave: 
To bleſs is Heaven's pecular Grace, 
Let me a bleſſing find, 
And ſince you wear an Angel's Face, 
O ſhow an Angel's Mind ! 
O /bow an Angel's Mind ! 


SONG 161, Love's Extacy. 


H how ſweet to ſee the Eyes, 
Rolling in their humid Fires! 
When the Nymph extended lies. 
Follof. Love and warm Deſiſ es! 
Conſcicus Red her Face o'es{preading, 
And her neaving Boſom riſing, 
Milky Paths to Rapture leadirg, 
Murmuring Sighs, her Joys di'puiſing. 
Happy Lovers only know ” 
The Bliſs that from conſenting Lovers flew. 


SONG 162. No Glory I covet, &c. 


O Glory I covet, no Riches I want, 
Ambition is nothing to me; 

The ons thing I beg of kind Heaven to grant, 
Is a Mind independant and free, 


Which Paſſion unruffled untainted with Pride, 
By Reaſon my Life let me ſquare; 

The Waats of my Nature are chiefly ſupply'd, 
And the reſt are but Folly and Care. 


The Bleſſings, which Providence freely has lent: 
Tl juſtiy and gratefully prize: 
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While ſweet Meditation and chearful Content, 
Shall make me both healthy and wiſe. 


In the Pleaſures the great Man's Poſſeſſions diſplay, 
Unenvy'd I'll challenge my Part; 

For ev'ry fair Object my Eyes can ſurvey, 

Contribute to gladden my Heart. 


How vainly, through infinite Trouble and Strife, 
The many their Labours employ ! ; 

S.nce all that is truly delightful in Life, 
Is what all, if they wili, may enjoy, 


SONG 163. Of good Engliſh Beer, 


F good Engliſh Beer our Songs let's raiſe, 
We've a Right by our Freedom and Charter 
Ard follow our brave Forefathers Ways, 
Who liv'd in the Days of King Arthar : 
Of thoſe gallant Days loud Fame has told, 
Beer gave the ſtout Britons Spirit; # 
In Love they ſpoke Truth, in War they were bold, 
And flouriſh'd by Dint of Merit. 
CHORUS 


Then like them crown our Bowls, 5 
Our plentious brotn Bowls, 
And take them off clever; 
To all true Engliſh Sous, 
Hyzza Old England for ever, 
Hyzza Old England for ever 
Old England, Old England, 
H1yzza Old England for ever, 


The Glory in Love or War they won, 
By Fighting, Retreats and Sallies, 
Was from the Production of their own 
| Good Beer and roaſt Beef in their Bellies ;: 
All foreign Attempts they did. diſdain, 
So fir'd with Reſolutions 3 | 
Por Liberty they'd bleed ev'cy Vein, 
To keep their own Conſtitution. 
CHORUS 


Then like them crown our Bowls, &c. 
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Like them let v« fil, and drink, and ſing, 


Fo all who our State are aiding 5 


To Commerce, that our Wealth does bring, Bed go 
And every Branch of our Trading. Let their 
By Commeice all Grandeur we ſuſtain, Reaion, 


That makes us a powerſul Nation; 
Then let us agree, and with Vigour maintain 
Our Trade and our Navigation. 


Once 
Is 


CHORUS 
Then like them crown our Bowls, &c. You fiec 
Y : Apollo: A | Nor lar 
SONG 164. Apollo's Council. rk 
Eaſe fond Mortals, ce.fe to move U pon 
Wich idle Pray'rs the Courts above | | A Maic 
The Pow'rs themſe ves grant | As ſeen 
Ev'ry Thing they know you want: | He! 
Never wiſh for Time to come, Ard g 
Never diea] impending doom, | Such J 
Vive, live the preſent Hour, but know Sieem'c 
Length of Time is length of Woe: : 
Pleaſures cannot always laſt; | dec: 
Age comes on with trembling haſte, 5 hs 
And damps all the ſweet Repaſt. = . 
Or he 
SONG 165. The reaſonable Lover. 13 
Eep within my burning Heart' E'er | 
Love has bury'd ev'ry Dart ; db. 
I tcel I feel the ſportive Boy ph 


Prepare me for eternal Joy: 
Beauty's Fire, 
Fierce De ſire, 
All, all alike at once ©Conſpire : 
Never yet were Charms like thine, 
Never Love ſo fierce, ſo fieice as mine. 
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Nor does Beauty only warm, K 
Reaſon holds a ſurer Charm; 
Grave Diſcretion joins with Youth, wn 


Spoitive Mirth wich Angel 1uth. 
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Vouth when paſt, 5 
Theſe will laſt, 
Sed deſy Time's ſtrongeſt Blaſt ; 
Let them inen united move, 
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Reaion, Beauty, Senſe and Love, 1 
SONG 166. The Dream. 9 

Once ſaw Cupid in a Dream, 1 

Eli Darts were tip'd with pointed Flame: [a 

You ſieep he cry'd devoid of Care, 1 


— 


Nor languiſh yet for any Fair. 


l 
Look here and love, with that he dicw 1 
Upon the Wall, full in my View, 1 
A Maid with fo divine a Face, 1 


As ſeem'd of more than mortal Race. 


He laid the Colours with ſuch Art, 
Ard gave to ev'ry inoving Part * 
Such juſt Proportion, that the Whole 
Seem'd more to have, than want a Soul. 


With Arrow's Point he limn'd an Rye, 
By whole ket Reys mipht I'voutiauds die : 
No (Colngrs coula have done fo well, 

Or half the Warmin or Brightneſs tell. 


| woke, ard willir g to obey, 
Eber fince cont. ſs fair Chloe's ſu ay: 
What Heart ſo cold, that bavirg ici: 
Thoſe Flames her — as pot WO melt. 


SONG 167. The Lover's Advice, 


TE own Salinda, thou art fair, 
\ We owa thy matchleſs pow . 
Ne own Salinda, &e. 
Thy Wit, thy Senſe, thy ſprightly Air, 
Engage us ev” ry Hour, 
Thy Wit, &c. 
But know Salinda, that thy Reign, 
Depends on Man alone, 
But know, &c. 


( 
And Man can break a Tyrant's Chain, 


And overturn thy Throne, By Jove 

| | And Man, &c. Hark 

If then ſubſtantial Bliſs you'd prove, Halloo * 

| Ard well your Hour employ, Make 

1 If then, &c. Kit anſv 

| On Man beſtow your envied Love, | | And | 
, Give, to receive the Joy, 

1 On Man, &c Gy 
3 SONG 168. Badſworth Hunt. ing 
1 E Hunters give Far to my Song, O'er SY, 
{FAY Who to Sſeæ ſteep Hills do retort 3 Dow! 
jo 9 I Sing of a Fox Cna e ſo long, But ſoo! 
: mY I hope you*'l allow it good ſport - He n 

1 »Twas juſt at the Time of the Year, | | 
* 40 1 When Foxes could fly and were ſtout, From G 
1 At Ba4jworth gay Hall did appear, Whe 
Oi Hunters a jovial Rou Her: Fs 
' | jovial Rout, 11 
+ Says the Maſter o'er Night it is Ten, © Rs 
5 Call * Singer for I will to Ped ; Owe 
"2 At Five I ſhall fee you again, O! Re 

1 Pray + Thomas remember your Head : | Far 
1 At Five then the Matter aroſe, | 
MW The reſt half aſleep left their Beds; Then 
WT And buddled in haſte on their' Cloaths, Wh: 
5 But ſome of them felt heavy Heads. This Z 
* 1 To Cover they walk'd a Foot's pace, | or 

4 Where the Company all did appear; The N 

af Only Harvey who loft all the Chaſe, Ang 

i By twice taking leave of his Dear.; He ti 
* *T'was juſt at the riſe of the Sun, | Hey 
E. When to Barnſdale great Whin Bed they came; Now. | 
1 So famous for many a Run, No 
i So crowded with Fox Hunters Game. Thaw 
9 Heaux ! Truelove, ſays 4 Farvice, my Hound, Anc 
} Hei! Jumbler, & Fack quickly reply'd; 2— 
. * Maſter's Man, His Son, The Hunt/man, 
11.78 | | S 
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By Jove ſays Ben Say/e he is found, | 

Hark I Dutche/s that never yet ly'd : 
Halloo ! then away the Pack goes, 

Maſter Wi//on come on ſays Tom Sayle; 
Kit anſwers I'i] gather thoſe Sloes, 

And then comb my Nags Main and Tail. 


Over Sm-at9n wide Fallows he made, 
To Broctendale Farths full up Wind; 
His Beeſom he toſe'd but ne'er ſtay'd, 
As tho? he ſaid kiis me behind: 


O'er Stapletan Lees to Nate Wood, | 4 
Down to Blaue ſtill up Wind he does fly; 1 
But ſoon found in ſpight of his Blood, 9 
He muſt back again elſe he muſt die. c | 


From Gravezword and ſhear to Vent. Hall, 
Where a * Huntre/s ran up to the cry; 
Her Voice was fo ſweet and fo cicar, 1 
It muſt be Diana or Di: 4 
From thence he try'd Darring ton Moor, | 
Over went and by Badſworth he goes; 
O] Renny thy Fate here deplore, 
For here lives the work of thy Foes; 


Then up to the Hoiligs he ran, 

W hero a Plowmen be met in the Face; 
This Lucky- hit i=; in every Man, 

Or the dee a one bad seu thy Chaſe s 
The Maſt-r cams up in bis hair 
Ard ſaw Danger hit of the Default; 

He ſwore had Ralph Epjom DES there, 

F:y Danger had quis ſplit his Throat” 


Now Roa-4evood now Delr er ſums cry'd. T1 
c Riva; now SimMireſs agan; 
Then = his Hag Hebel eſpv'd, 
And iwore he ied ove* the Plain; | 
Zs {ays Kitchingmain, Hall is foreſworne, 
EO 


* Ben's Daughter, + Ralph Epſom' Hound 
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Bat he'll ſwear a Man off his Horſe ; 


See Tapſter and Six Couple more, 
He cannot biow Wind in their A—ſe. 


Squire Thomas came vp tothe Head, 


Ard bid D—n them all they were blind; 


For ſee my Dog Jugler does lead 
And Tihler is not far behind: 

He made then for Hample high Wood, 
But found it too hot for his Stay; 

* $717th ſaw him as watching he ſtood , 
And bid him make belt of his Way, 


To Brogjworth he cunningly ſtole, 

And then ſhear away to che Marr; 
At the Warren of Melton to Hole, 

Put Dauſon had there put a barr : 
Over D then he haſtens his way, 

On Conningsborough Cliff he relys ; 
Oh £erny in vaio is thy Play, 

Old Mountains put vp and thou dies. 


The Boatman was luck ly by, 


The Horſemen with Heart and good Will; 


C01 over and they preſently ſpy'd, 
The Flounds dancirg over the Hill : 

Here Molly the Lead ſhe does take, 
Oh Roper the ſo doth behave ; 


Tipler's Blood thy dead Corps ſhov'd awake, 


And make the jump out of thy Grave, 


For Edlington Wood then he flew, 
E're Ed!mmpton Wood he could reach; 
'T hey ran out of Scents into view, 
And Diamond laid hold of his Breech : 
Whoohup ! then Dick Sanderland crys, 
Tom HAthitlen ſtood in amaze ; 
'] he Company own'd with ſurprize, 


Such a Chaſe they ne'er ſaw in their Days, 
Flence Farnſworth ſhall thy haughty Spire, 


Our Fame to Poſterity bear; 
Y- Ach CHILDERS and NEwBY admire, 


* a Earth Stopper. Þ+ a Earth Stopper. 


Sons 0 


Hitter 


Britan 
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Ard DaaPer with Envy ſhall hear: 
Now to Bad/worth roaſt Beef let me hie, 
Wheie we'll finiſh the Day in delight 
We'll Driok to Fox Hunters and die, 
And finiih the Day in velight, 


SONG 169. Adarifs to Liberty. 


Airet Daughter of tle Skies, 
F Hither turn thy radiant Eyes: 
They as Lovers here ſhall trace, 
Every Charm, cvery Charm, every Charm, 
Every Charm and every Grace: 
Sons of Hiſdam, who admire, 
Sons of Virtue all on Fire, 
Sens of Wiſdom, &. 
Hither, Goddeſs, hither tutn, 
Britons tor thy Beauties burn; 
| Hither Goddeſs, &c, 


SONG 170. 75 Baucis and l, Kc. 


HO" Baucis and 7 are both ancient and poor, 
We never yet drove the Diſtteſs'd from our 
Door; 
But ill of our little, a little cxn ſpare, 
To thoſe who, like us, Life's Irfirmities bear, 


Come, come, my good Friends, let us go in to- 


gether, 
A Cop of good L'quor will keep ont the Weather ; 
Oar Hearts they are gentle tho' our Means are but 
{mall ; 


You're heartily welcome, and ti at's beſt of all. 


Y:u're welcome at our humb'e Board to pariake, 
Of a Jog of gcod Ale, anc a gocd Bailey Cake; 
A good roaring Fire às h gh as your Noſe, 
A cleanly warm Bed your vid Limbs to repoſe. 
We know no Ambition, we have no Eſtate, 
No Porter to worry the Poor from our Gate; 
We cain what we ſpend, and we pay as we go; 
It were not amil3 if the Rich vould do fo, 
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SONG 171: The Morning is, &c. 


HE Morning is charming, all Nature is gay, 
| Away my brave Boys, to your Horſes away; 
For the Prime of our Pleaſure, and quelting tae 
Hare, 
We have nut ſo much as a Moment to ſpare, 


CHORUS. 


Hark! the lively ton'd Horn, how meladious it 
ſounds, how melodious it ſounds, 

To the muſi-ai Song, to the muſical Song of the 
merry mouth'd Hounds, 


In yon ſtubble Field we ſhall find Her below ; 

Soho ! cries the Huntſman ; hark to him, Soho! 
See ! where ſn goes, and the Hounds have a Viw ; 
Such Harmony Handel! himſelf never knew. 


CHOKMY 


Gates Hedges, and Ditches to us are no Bounds, 
But the World is our own while we fellow the 
Hounds, 


Hold. hold, 'tis a Double; bark, hey ! Bow/er, hey 
% a Thoalfand gainſay it, a Thouſand ſhalily- ; 
Hrs Brauty ſurpaſſing, his Truth has been try d, 

At the Head of the Pack an infallible Guide. 

CHORUS. 

At his Cry the wida Pelkin with Thunder reſounds. 
The Darling of Hunters, the Glory of Hounds 

Cer * and Lowlands, and Woodlands 

we fly, : 
Our Horſes 1000 Speed, and our Hounds in full Cry; 
50 match'd in their Mouths, and lo even they run, 
Like the Trine of the Spheres, and the Race of 
the Sun. 


CHORUS. 
Health, Joy, and Felicity dance in the Rounds, 
And bleſs the gay Circle of Hunters and Hounds, 
'The old Hounds puſh forward, a very ſure Sign, 
That the Hare (tho' a ſtout one) begins to decline; 
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A Chace of two Hours or more ſhe has led, 


Sne's down, Icuk about ye, they have her, ſhe's 


dead, 
CHORUS. 
H-w glorious? a Death to be honour'd with Sounds, 
Ot Herns, and a Shout to the Choru of Hounds ! 


Here's a Health to all Hunters, and lorg be their: 


L: ves, (Wives; 
May they never be croſt by their Sweechearts or 


May they rule their own Paſſions, and ever at Ret, . 


As inc l. oſt happy Jen, be th y allo che belt. 


Ens. 
Ard free f-: m the Care würchethe many ſurtounds, 
Be heppy at laſt, when they ſee no mote Hounds, 


SONG 172, White ſime for, &c. 
5 ſome for Pleaſure waſte their HeaNb, 
4 Tween Play h:uſe and the Bagnio 3 

"Ji eve Myſelf, and without Stealth, 

Kiſs ard careſs my Nan'tyOs 
dhe bias more fair ter gage Joe, 
Then Leda did, or Darae O; 
Were I to paint the Queen of Love, 
Nove elſe ſhou'd fi: but Nanny O. 
CHRDK US 

Ity bunny, benny Nan y O, 

My lovely char ing Nanny O. 

T care not though the World thould know, 

How dearly JI lere Nanuy O. 
So joyfully my Spirits riſe, 
When dancing ſhe moves finely O; 
What Joys I promiſe from her Eyes, 
Which ſparkle ſo divirely O! 
Venus attend my Vows, while I, 
Breathe in the bleſt Britannia ; 
None's H -ppinel- I ill envy, 
As lorg a--I have Nanny O. 
. 
My bonny, bonny Nanny, &c. 
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SONG 173. 


* the Cloſe of the Day, 

When the Bean flow'r and Hay, 
Breath d Odours in every Wind, 
Love enliven'd the Veins, 

Of the Damic!s a d Swains; 


Each Glance and each Action was K ad. 


Molly, wapton and free, 

Kilſz'd, and fat on each Knee, 
Ford Ecſtaſy ſwam in her Eyes. 

See, thy Mother is near, 


Hark ! She calls thee to hear, | 


What Age and Experience adviſe, 


Haſt thou ſeen the blithe Dove, 
Stretch her Neck to her Love, 


All glofly with Purple and Gold ? 
Iſa Kiſs he obtain, 


Ste returns it again: . 
W hat tcllows you need not be told. 


Lgok ye Mother ſhe cry'd 
You inſtru me in Pride, 
And Men by Good manners are won; 
She who trifles with all, a 
Js lefs likely to all. 
3 hen ſhe that but trifles with one. 


P:ithee, Molly, be wiſe, 
Leſt by ſudden Sutprize, 
Love ſhoul: tingle in ev'ry Vein: 
Take a Shepherd for Life, 
And nen once you're a Wife, 
You ſ:fely may trifle again. 


Miau (mil. ng, reply'd, 
Ther l' ſnon be a Bride; 
Old Roger has Gold in his Cheſt, 
Bur T thought all your Wives, 
Choſe » Man for your Lives, 
And tiiflid no e, with the reſt, 


At the Cloſe, Rc. 
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| C 19 ) 
SONG 174 Buſh abgon Traquair. 


S Seiting Day and rifing Morn, 
With Soul that ſtill ſhall love thee, 
I'll aſk of Heav'n thy ſafe Return. 
With all that can improve thee, 
I' viſit oft the Birken Buſh, _ 
Where fi: thou kindly old me, 
Sweet Lales of Love, and hid my Bluſh, 
Wnilſt round thou didſt enjuld me. 


To all our Haunts I will repair, 
By Greenwood ſhade or Fountain; 

Or where the Summer day ['d ſhare, 
Wich thee, upon yon Mountain. 

There will I tell the Trees and Flowers, 
From Thoughts unfeign'd ard tender, 

By Vows you're mise, by Love is yours, 
A Heart which cannot wander. 


SONG 175. Bacchus one Day gaily. 


Acchus one Day paily ftriding,, 
On his never ta. 1: Ng Tun. 
Sue: aking empty Pers deriding 5 
Thus 8 irels's encb topeng Son, 
Praiſe the Joys that never a: y, 
And 2do-e the liquid Shin: ; 
All Things ncble, gay, and airy, 
Are pertorm'd by gen'rous Wige. 


Ancient Heroes, crown'd with Glory, 
Owe their noble Riſe to me; 
Poets wrote the flaming Story, 
Fitr'd by my Divinny : 
If my I: fluence is wanting. 
Muſic's Charms but ſlowly move; 
Beauty too in vain | es pabtmg, 
Till I Gil the Swain with Love, 


If you'd crown the laſting Pleaſure, 
Mortals this way bend your Eyes; 

From my ever flowing Treaſure. 
Charming Scenes of Bliſs ariſe, 


\ 


* ———— r 5 8 


— 


* — 2” r > = Cs 
— o ALS Su aw. — - * - 
2 72 — — - = 
. 


—— — * — 
mz— — 


— 


— n 
> I 


£54 
n 8 
n 
* 2 n 
. . 


— 


{Th 
n 1 
1 * 
1 
= 
121 * 
| * 
1 
* 4 
g 
-@ 3: 
+ 58 
A . 
2 > 
. 
1 
18 
Eb © 
1 
oY 
I? 
$ 
! 
42x: 
[ 
* 
7 
4 
3 
1 
Do [Fi p 
Fl $2 
F. 
"4 
_ 
4 
W 
Be 
* 
-” 
1 
. 
5 ' 
x 
4 


. — — 
— o 


4 


Here's the ſoothing balmy 3'li-g, 
Sole Diſpeiler of your Pain, 

Cloemy Suuls frem Care ele fing: 
He » ho drinks not lives in vain, 


V 


SONG 176. Buſy, curious, thirſly 


TY USY, cvicus thirſty Fly, 

D Drink with me, and drink as I, 
Freely welcome to my Cup, 

Coulatt thou fip, and vip it up: 
Make the moſt of Life you may, 
Life is ſhort, and wears away. 

Lite is, &c. | 


Both alike are mine and thine, 
Heit'oing quick to their Decline, 
Thi:t'> a Summer, m nc's no mote, 
Tho? rep ated to Thieeicore 3 

arecicore Summers. when they';e gone, 
Will appear as ſhort at aac, 
Will appear, &c. 


SONG 197, Blab not what, 


Lab not what you ought 10 ſmother, 
Horour's Laws ſhuu'd facrev be; 
Wuo boaſts Favou:s from another, 
Ne'er w.]! Favour gain with me, 
Ne'er will Favour gain with me. 


But, inſpir'd with Indignation, 
Sooner 1'd lead Apes in Hell, 
E';e I'd traſt my Reputation, . 
With ſuch Fools as ki and tel], 
With ſuch Fools as kiis and tell, 


He who finds a hidden Treaſure, 
Never ſhould the ſeme reveal: 

He whom Beauty crowns with Pleaſureg. 
Caution mould his Joy conceal, 
Cautious ſhuuld his Joy conceal, 


Qc, | 
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tf m4 
Him with whom my Heart I'll venture, 
Shall my Fame from Cenſure fave ; 
One where Truth and Prudence center, 
And as ſecret as the Grave, 
And as ſecret as the Giave. 


SONG 178. Strephon, why tha! Kc 


Trephon, why that cloudy Forehe ad, 
Why ſo vaintly croſs'd thoſe Arms? j 
S1:ly Swain, thy Aſpect horrid | 
Rather frightens her than Charms, 


Rouſe each dull and drooping Spirit, .- 
Fling away the Myrtle Wreath ; .- 
Bumpers large of generous Claret | of 
Make thee Love and Raptures breath. k 


Sacrifice this Juice prolific, 
To each Letter of her Name © 7 
Bacchus deem'd it a Specific, 1 
Why not Mortals do the ſame! 1 
See the high charg'd Goblet ſmiling 
Bids thee Strephon drink and prove; 
Win-'s the Liquor moſt beguiling, 
Wine's the Weapon conquers Love. 


SONG 179. The new blown Roſe. 


EE Chloe, how the new blown Roſe. 
Blooms like thy beautious Face; 

Youth doth its rip'ning Charms diſcloſe, 

And perfects ev'ry Grace, 
Its Virgin Sweets perfume the Air, 

And then its Pride decays ; 
So will it be with thee my Fair, 

When paſt thy youtaful Days. 


No Apri/ can revive thy Charms, 

No Sun can light thine Eyes; 
Soft Love will leave thy ſnowy Arms, 

Wazn Age begins to riſe. 7D 
Then, Chloe, let my Paſſion move 

Your Pity for my Pain 
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. 
Obey the Voice of gentle Love, 
Love and be lov'd again, 


SONG 180. What Cato adviſes. 


Hat Cato adviſes molt certainly wiſe is, 
Not always to labour, but lometimes to 
play ; 
To mingle {weet Pleaſure, with ſearch after Treaſure ; 
Indulging at Night for the Toils of the Day 
And while the dull Miſer eſteems bimlelf wiſer, 
His Bags will decreaſe white his Health dees 
decay; | : 
Our Souls we enlighten, our Fancies we brighten, 
And pals the long Ev'ning in Pleaſures away. 


All chearful and hearty we ſet aſide Party. : 
With ſome tender Fair the biight Bomper !2 
_crown'd : 

Thos Bacchus invites us, ard Venus delights us. 
While Care in an Ocean of Claret is drown'd ; 

See here's our Pt.yfician, we know no Ambition 
But where there's good Wine and good Company 

| found; 

Thus happy together, in ſpite of all Weather, 

"Tis Sunſhine and Summer with as the Year round 


SONG ü 181. C-lebrate this Feſtival. 


Elebrate this Feſtival, 
"Tis facred, bid the Trampets e à le: 

Kudiy treat Maria's Day, 

Ard your Homage *will repay ; 
B queathing Eleſſings on our Ile, 

1 he tedicus Minutes to deguile. 
Tilt Cor queſt to Miria's Arms reftore 
Peace and her Heroe, to depart no more. 


SONG 182. Fly Care to the finds. 


4 LY: Care tothe Winds thus I blow thee away. 
II arcwa thee in Wine if youu date but to 


ſtay, 


With Bun 
laugh, 
Great Bat 
And brigh 
The ipark 
and mak 
7 hen dull 
Jwo Bott 
Will ope 
er Coy 


SON 


* 
f I 
In gath': 

Poor ! 
Ah lead 
Who kn 
And brit 

kly 5 


Conceive 
And if » 
I'll give 

My P 
When e 
Serenly 
Ard mi 

»Tis 4 


Not bol 
But und 
In ſecte 
Of P 
Vihen f 
As mak 
Ah ! ſe 
"I 


hn dd 


(© 7 


With Bumpers of Claret my Spirits I'll raiſe, 
Ib lavgh, and I'll ſig. all the reſt of my Days, 
Great Bacchus this Momeat adopts me bis Son, 


and brightens my Fancy with Tranſports unknown 


The tpark'ing Liquor new Vigour ſopplies, 

and makes the Nymph kind who before was too wiſe 

1 ken dull fober Mortals, be happy with me, 

Jwo Bottles of Ciaret will make us agree, 

Will open your Eyes to ſee Pfilliss Charms, 

Ljicr Coynels waſh'd down, ſhe will fly to your 
Arms. 


SONG 183. My Fair ye $wains, 


Y Fair. ye Swairs, is gone aftray -: 

: The little wanderer loſt her Way, 

In gath' ing Flowers the other Day; | 
Poor Ph7//is, poor Ppillis, poor lovely Pils. 

Ahn! lead her Home, ye gentle Swains, 
Who know an abſent Lover's Pains, 
Ard bring me ſafely, o'er the Plains, 

My Phillis, my Phillis, my lovely Philli: 


Conceive what Tortures rack my Mind, 
And if you'll be ſo juſt and kind, 
I'll give you certain Marks to find, 

My Phillis &c. 
When &er a charming Form you ſee, 
Serenly grave, ſedately free, 
Ard mildly gay, it muſt be ſhe, 

'Tis Phillis, &c. 


Not boldly bare, or half undrels'd, 
But under Cover lightly preſs'd, 
In ſecret plays the little Breaſt, 
Of Phillis, &c. 
V' hen ſuch a heav'nly Voice you hear, 
fs makes you think a Dryad near, 


Ah ! ſeize her, and bring home my Dear, F 


'Tis Phillis, &c. 
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( 134 ) 
The Ny mph, -whoſe Perſon, void of Ar“, 
Has every grace in eve'y Part. 
With morcering Eyes, yet harmleſs Hea't, 
Is Phillis, Ee. 
Wnoſe teeth ate like 20 Ivor; Row, 
Whoſe Skin is like the cleareit Snaw, 
W hoſe Face, like — Nothing that I know, 
I; P-5i/llis, &c. 


But reſt, my Soul, ard bleſs your Fate, 
The Gods, who torm'd a Piece ſo neat, 
So juſt, exact, and ſo com pleat, 

As Phillis, &c, 
Proud of their Hit in fuch a Flower, 
Which ſo exemplifies their Power, 
Wii guard, in every dang'sous Hour, 


\y Phillis, my Phillis, my lovely Phil lis. 
SONG 184. Of a noble Race was 
Shinkin, 


| Ear all you Friends to Krightbood, 
A Tale will raiſe your Wonder, 

tlow Caitif vile, | 

By baſeſt Wile, 

A hardy Knight did plunder. 


* 


How from this Pritiſo Worthy 
This Enave a Pox light on hur! 
Did once purloin 
The only Sign 
And Badge he had of Honour. 


Oh ! had you ſeen our Heroe! 

No Knight could &er look bigger, 
Unleſs his Size 
My Song belies, 

Than M n of Tredegar. 


A Ribbon grac'd his Shoulder, 
A Star ſhone on his Breaſt, Sir; 


He 


Rouze 


Where 
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With ſmart Toopee, | 
Fort bien poudre, 
And Cockade on his Creſt, Sir. 


This Ribbon held a Bauble, | | d 

Which his kind Stars decreed him j | f 
With which he'd play, 9 
Both Night and Day. : | 

'Twould do you good to ſee him. | h 

Tho! I a Bauble call it, 1 

It mult not thus be ſlighted; 1 
T was one of the Toys : 
Bob gave to his Boys, 

When firſt the Chits were knighted, 


Hur was the Flow'r of Knighthood, 
You ne'er ſaw ſuch a gay Thing; 
But Exgliſ Rogue, 
Confound the Dog, 
Did rob her of her Play thing. 
Rouze up ye brave Knights Errant, 


Ne'er give this Caitiff Quarter, 
Ye Knights of the 70, 
Or Knights of the Poſt, 

Or Thiſtle, Bath, or Garter, 


Learn hence ye courtly Lordlings, 
Who hear this fatal Story ; 

On how flight Strings 

Depend thoſe things, | 
Whereon ye hang your Glory, 


SONG 85. Je Shepherds, &c. 
* Shepherds and Nymphs, that adorn the gay 


Plains, (Strains; 
Approach from your Sports, and attend to my 
Amongſt all your Number a Lover fo true. 

Was ne'er ſo undone with ſuch Bliſs in his View. 


Was ever a Ny mph ſo hard-hearted as mine? 
dhe knows me ſincere, and ſhe ſees how 1 pine; 
M 


( 136 ) 
She does not diſdain me, nor frown in her Wrath, 
But calmly, and mildly refigns me to Death. 


She calls me her Friend, but her Lover denies, 

She {miles when I'm chearful, but hears not my 
Sig hs - 

A Boſom ſo flinty, ſo gentle an Air, 

Inſpires me with Hope and yet bids me diſpair, 

I fall at her Feet, and implore her with Tears; 

Her Anſwer confounds, While her Manner endears ; 

When ſoftly ſhe tells me to hope no Relief, 

My crembling Lips bleſs her in Spite of my Grief. 


By Night while I lumber, ſtill kaunted with Care, 
I fart up in Anguiſh, and figh for the Fair; 

The Fair ſleeps in Peace, may ſhe ever do fo, 

And only, when dreaming, imagine my Woe. 


Then geze at a Diſtance, nor ſaither ajpire, 

Nor think ſhe could love whom ſhe can: ot admire ; 
Hoſh all thy Complaioing, and dying her Slave, 
Commend her to Heaven, and thyſelf to the Grave 


SONG 4386. The Man that is drunk. 


THe Man that is drunk is void of all Care; 
He needs neither Parthian Qu:ver, nor Spear; 
The Moor's poiſon'd Dart he ſcorns for to wield ; 
His Bottle alone is his Weapon and Shield. 


Uadaunted he goes among Bullies and Whores, 
Demoliſhes Windows, and breaks open Doors ; 
He revels at Night, is atraid of no Evil, 

And boldy defies both Proctor and Devil. 


As late J came home with Skin ſull of Wine, 
Encumbered neither with Care nor with Coin, 
J boldly encountred a horrible Dun; 
Afftighted, as ſoon as he ſaw me, he run, 


No Monſter cou'd put you to half ſo much Fear, 
Should he in Apulia's Foreſt appear 
In A/rica's Deſart there never was ſeen 


A Monſter ſo bated by Gods and by Men, 
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Oh ! place me, ye Deities, under the Line, 
Where never a Plant will grow but the Vine 3 
O'er hot burning Sands [Ill ſwelter and ſweat, 
With nought but my Bottle to keep out the Heat. 


Or place me where Sunſhine is not to be found, 
Where the Earth by the Froſt is eternally bound; 
No Fuel to warm me I e'ce would require, 

My Battle alone ſhould keep me with Fire, 


My Tutor may jobe me, and lay me dowa Rules 5 


Who minds 'em but dull philoſophical Fools? 
For when I am old, and can no more drink, 
Tis Tim: enough then for to fit down and think. 


Twas thus Alexander was tutor'd in vain, 

For he thought Aristotle an Als for his Pairs; 

His Sorrow he us'd in full Bampers to drown, 

And when he was drunk, then the World was his own, 
This World is a Tavern with Liquor well gor'd, 
And into't I came to be drunk ss a Lord; 

My Life is the Reck'ning which freely I'll pay, 
Ard when I'm dead drunk, then I'll &agger away, 


SONG 187. + hile. Phillis is, Rc, 


Alliance, 

Wich Forces united, bid reſiſtleſs Defiance, 

Py the Touch of her Lips the Wine ſparkles higher, 
And her Eyes from her drinking, redouble, redouble 
their Fire, 


Her Cheeks glow the brighter, recruiting their 
Colour, 5 
As Flowers by ſprinkling revive with freſh Odour ; 
His Dart dipp'd in Wine, Love wourds beyond 
Curing, L 0 
And the 7 like Oil, makes the Flame, makes 
the Flame more enduring, a 


By Cordials of Wine, Love is kept from expiring, 
And our Mirth is Is by Love and Deſicing 3 
-4 - : 


J 7 Hile Phillis is drinking, Love and Wine in | 
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„ 
Relieving each other the Pleaſure is laſting, 
Ard we cever are cloy'd, yet ever, are ever a taſting 


Then Phillis begin, let our Raptures abound, 

And a Kiſs and a Glaſs be ftill going round; 

Our Joys are immortal, while thus we remove, 

From Love to the Botile, from the Bottle, the Bottle 
to Love, 


| SONG 188. Who to win, &c. 


V 7 O to win a Woman's Favour, 
y Would ſollicit long in vein ; 
V\ ho to gain a Moment's Pleaſare, 
V ou'd endure an Ape of Pain: 
Idly toying, 
Ne'er enjoying, 
Fleas'd with ſuirg, 
Fond of Ruin, 
Made the Martyr of Di'dain, 
Made the Martyr of Ditdain, 


Give me, Love the beauteous Rover, 
Wrom a gen ral Paſſion warms, 
Fondly bleſſing ev'ry Lover, 
Frankly proff'ring all her Charms: 
Never fly ing. : 
$111] complying, 
Train'd to pleaſe you, 
Glad to eaſe you, 
Circled in her Snowy Arms, 


SONG 1869, Hark! Hark, the, &c. 


Ark! Hark, the Huntſman ſounds his Horn, 
A Call to Muſic chides the Drone ; 

: ia, &c. 
The Clanpgor wakes the drowſy Morn, 
The Woods echo the ſprightiy ; 

Ton, ton, &c. 
The loud tongu'd Cry, the Concert fil, 
Our Steeds with Neighing ſalute the Dawn; 
| Ton, ton, &c. 
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We mount and now we climb the Hill; 
Then ſwift deſcendiog ſweep the Lawn. 
| | Ten, ton, &C. 
The diſtant Stag our Accent hears, | 
Our Accents fatal to him alone : 
: | Ton ton, &C. 
He rouſing ftarts, and, wing'd with. Fears, 
Forſakes the Thicket, ſeeks the Down. 
| Ton, ten &C, 
A'tho* Diana claims the Field, 
The Woods and Foreſts, tho* her own; 
| Ten, ton &C, 
The Groves to Venus let her yield, 
Where we may follow her ſportive Son. 
Ton, ton, &e. 
What Joy to trace the blooming La's, 
Thro* darkneſs Grots with Moſs o'er grown? 
| Ton, ton, &&. 
What Hatmory cap ours ſurpaſs, 
When jaini-g Chorus Dove like moan ? 
Ton, ton, &c, 
In varinus Sports the Day thus ſpent, 
Fatigu'd with Pleaſure wben Night's come; 
Ton, ton, &C; 
Our Limbs tho? tir'd, our Heart content, 
Wüh Wine regaling, Cates we drown. 
Ton, ton &. 


SONG 190. Growds of Coxcombs. 


” *Rowds of Coxcombs, that deludiog, 
| Cr-nging, chatt'ring, - 
Ogpling, flattring,. 
By Coquettirg, and by Pruding, 
All are Victims to my Art, 

While at Will the Fools I'm leading, 

They for Favours intergeeding, 

With vain Hopes and Fancics feeding. 
Stil! untouch'd 1 keep my Heart. 
Still, Sc, 

M3 


io cod LICE 


140 )Y 
Each imagines he ſhall gain me, 
Thinks I prze him, 
Who delpiſe him; 
All their Wiles ſhilf neer obtain me 
Born to biM-z all Mankind. | 
Like the Winds and Waves ſtill changing, 
Never cooſtant ever ranging, 
Cupid from my Heart eltranging, 
That's as cold as he is blind, 
That's, Oc. 


SONG rr. View my Eyes my, XC, 
T iew my Eyes my lovely Charmer, 
Conlancy has nov the Day; 

Teil me not my Heart was warmer, 

Wden it us'd to go aſtray, 
Love in Youth does fizrcely blaze, 

But ſo ſtrong it never ſays. 

Love in Youth, Oc. 


If I follow'd ev-ry Creature, 

Sure the Fault may be forgiven, 
»Tis the Frailty of our Nature, - 

Who can change the Will of Heaven? 
Tho' the Object might be new, 

Vet to Love I itil} was true. 
Tho' the ObjeR, Tc. 
Catid, Guardian of my Heart, 
Let ic looſe to range a while; 

In each Eye it found a Dart, 
- Aad engag'd by every Smile, 
Thus it was for you defigr'd, 
Form'd by Practice to his Mind. 
Thus it was, Oc. 
Cugid to me ever Kind, 
Kept the pureſt of the Fire ; 
Dro!s conſum'd my Heart refin'd, 
Mace it Flame with ſoft Deſite. 
Such a Fame as will be true, 
Such the Gd reſerv'd for you, 
Such a Flame, Oc, 
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SONG 192. Tis Liberty, dear, Re; 


gf {S Liberty, dear Liberty alone, 
- That gives freſh Beauty to the Sun, 
That gives ireſh Beauty to the Sun; 

»Tis Liberty, tis Liberty, deal Liberty alone. 
That bids all Nature look more gay, | | 
And loveiy Lite with Pleature fteal away, 
And lovely Liſe with Pleaſute {teal away, 
Tis Liberty, dear L beriy alone, 

Dear Liberty alone, 

That bids al! Nature lock more gzy, 

And lovely Lite With Plesſute ſteal away, | 

And lovely Life with Pleaſure ſteal away, 
Ard leveiy Lite with Plcaſwe {tal awry, 


SONG 193. Two Gods of, &c. 


O God: of great Honour, Bach; 


„ 
45 2 al e 


— 


The ore fam'd in Mubiick, the other 1 Wing, 

Iu tieaven were raving, U:iputing and br viag. 
Wuole Theme was tas noblen and Trace moſt 
divine; . | (rack us, 


Your Muſick ſays Bacchus, would ftun us, and 


Did Claret noi foften the Dilco;d vou make 
Songs are not inviticg. nor \ erles Geiightitg, 
114] Poets of my gicat influence partake, 


2 


I'm young plump aud jolly, free from Melancholy, 
Who ever grew fat by the Sound of a Stang? 
Rogues doom'd to a Gibbet do often contribuic, 
Jo purchaſe a Botile before they do {wing : 
In Love I am noted, by old and young courted, 
A Gil, when inipir'd by me is (oon won, 
So great are the Motions of one of my Potions, 
Tac Muſes tho' Maids, I could whore every one. 


When Mortals are freited, perplex'd, or inbedted, 
To me, as a Father for Succour they cry 3 

Fa their ſad Condition, I hear their Petition, 
A Bottle revives the oppteſs d Y otary. 
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Then leave off your Tooting, your Fibling, and 
Fluting, 


Aſide lay your Harp 2nd bow down to the Flaſk. 


My joys they are riper, than Sor gs from a Piper, 
What Muſick is ſweeter than founding a Caſk, 


Says Phabus this Fellow is drunk ſure or Mellow, 
To prize Muſick leſs than Wine and October. 


Since thoſe who love Drinking are void of all 
(ſober, - 


Thinking, 
And want ſo much Senſe as to keep them ſelves 


Thus while they were wrangling diſputing and. 


_ panolieg, 
Came buxom bright Venus to end the Diſpute : 
Says ſhe now to caſe ye, Mars beſt of all pleas'd me 


When armd with a Bottle and. charm'd with a. 


Flute.. | 


Tour Muſick has charm'd me, your Wine has 


alarir'd me, | 
When I have ſcem'd coy ard hard to be won; 
hen both have been moving, I could not help 
loving, | 
3nd Wine has complea ted what Muſick begun, 
Ihe Gods ſtruck with Wonder, declar'd by, 7ove's 
Thunder E | 
They'd mutually join in ſupplying Loves Flame, 
So each in their Function, moved on in Conjonctiop, 
To melt with ſo t Pleaſute the amorous Dame, 


SONG 194. Toung Sylvia ever, Re, 


Oung Sy/v:ia ever gay and fair, 
Known for ber Wit and well bred Air, 

A Viſit one Day made, 

A Vifit one Day made ; 
Where Simon, with an aukward Mei . 
Unluckily for him came in, 

His Folly to betray, 

His Foliy to betray, 


He bey 
But wo 
Not 


He viſt 
The V 
The 
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The re 
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The L 
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Suc! 


Fair 01 
If Sim 
As | 


Be the 
For R 
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1 


He bew'd and ſcrap'd, ne'er took his Chair, 
But wou'd all round ſalute the Fair, 
Not only thole he knew, 
| Not only, &C. 
He viſited the ſhining Bell 
The Viſiter, ah! Shame to tell, : 
The Black head kiſs'd her too, | 
The Bloctbead, &c., 


And what was worſe, or was as bad, 
The rett by his Example led, 
Repeated his Affront, 
Repeated, &C. 
The Laſs did her Reſentment ſhew, 
She ſnapt her Fan, ſhe bent her Brow ; 
Such Rudeneſs ! fie upon't, | 
| Such Rudeneſs, &e. 


Fair one, while thus your Anger burns, 
If Simon to the Place returns, 
As ſoon no doubt he will, 


As ſoon, &e. 
Be there with twenty Virgins more, 
For Kiſſes three inffict threeſcote. 
You can't uſe him too ill, 
tou can't, &c. 


Do at the ſelf ſame Time and Place, 
That all may witneſs his Dilgtace, 
Repeat the Paniſhmenrt, 
Repeat the Puniſhment. 
With throbing Heart the guilty Clown 
Shall your impartial Juſtice own, | 
And—fit him down content, 
And—fit him down content. 


SONG 195. Soft Invader of im, &c. 
Oft Invader of my Soul, | 


Lave Who can thy Pow'r controul 2 
All that hauni Earth, Air, and Sea, 
Owa thy Foice, and bow to the, 
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( 144 ) 
All the dear enchanting Day, 
Ce/ia ſteals my Heart away 3 
All the ted:ous live long Night, 
Celia ſwims before my Sight. 
Happy, bappy were the Swain, 
Wano might ſuch a Prize obtain 3. 
Other Joys he need not prove, 
Bleſt enough in Cælia's Love. 


All that temptingly beguiles, 
Sparkling Eyes and d mpling Smiles; 
Every Charm, and every Grace, 
Dwells on charming Cælia's Face, 
Open, gen'rous, free frum Art, 
Virtue lives within her Heart; 
Modeſty and Truth com bin'd, 

Suit her Perſon to her Mind. 
Happy, happy were the Swain, 
Who might ſuch a Prize obtain; 
Other Joys he need not prove, 
Bleſt enough in Cælia's Love. 


SONG 196. Dainty Davy. 


Y Drinking drive duil Care away, 
Be briſk and airy, 
Never vary © 
In your Tempers but be gay, 

Lei Mirth know no Ceffation, 
We all were born (Mankind agree) 
From dull Refl. tion to be free, mms 
But he that drinks not cannot be: 

Then Anſwer your Creation, 


When Cupid wounds, grave Hymen heals 
Then all our whining, 
I, Wiſh'ng ſtriving, 
embrace what Beauty yields, 
Is loſt when in poſſeiſion, 
But Bacchus ſends ſuch Treaſure forth, 
Poſſ fliou never palls its Worth, 
We always wiſh'd tor't from our Birth, 
Aad ſhall for ever wiſh. on, | 


All Mali: 


Nor Part 
They 
We only 
The Daz 
But not t 
The F 


W kiſtles 


There tl 
And the 
And eve 
Uader e 


SON 


E208 - 
All Malice here is flung fide, 
Each takes his G! ſs, 
No Healths do paſs, 
Nor Party Feuds here e'er ab de. 
They nought but Hl occaſion ; 
We only meet to celebrate 
The Day which Erught us to this State, 
But nat to curſe, vor yet to hate, 
The Hour of our Creation, 


SONG 197. Let ms wander, &c. 


E T me wander, not unſeen, 
£ By Hedge-rows, E!\ms, or H:liocks green; 
W here the Piowman, bear at hand, 
Whiſtles o'er the furrow'd Land ; 
there thePlaman, &Cc. 


There the Vilkmaid fiogeth b!'the, 
And the \Jower whets his Scythe, 
And every Shepherd tells his Tale 
Under che Hawthoin in the Dale; 
| And every Shepherd, &c 


SONG 199, Fair ts the S yan, &c. 


Air is the Swan, the Ermio white, 
Aa fair the Lilly of the Vale; 
Ine Moon, reſplendent Queen of Night, 
And Snows that drive before the Gale ; 
To Fairneſs theſe the reſt excel, 
Bat fairer is my Jeb 


4 


Sweet is the Violet, ſweet th: Role, 
And ſweet the Mornirg Breath of May; 
Carrat ons rich their Sweets diſcloſe, 
And ſweet winding Woowbines tray ; 
In Sweetneſs theſe the reſt excel, 
But ſweeter is my Jabel. 


Conſtant the Poets call the Dove, 
And amorous they the Sparrow call; 
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( 146 ) 
Fond is Sky-Lark cf his Love, 
And fond the feather'd Lovers all: 


In Fordnelſs theſe the reſt excel, 
But fonder I of [1avel. 


SONG 199. Lying is an Ccenpation, 


Ying is an Occupation, 

, Us'd by all who mean to rife ; 
Politicians owe their S ation, 

But to Well concerted ov. 
Thoſe to Lovers give Aſſiſtance, 

To enſnare the 8 ore's Heart; 
And the Virgins beſt Re ſiſt an ce, 

Yields to his m Art, 


Study this {uperior Science, 
Wou'd you riſe in Church or State 


| Bid to Truth a bald D farce, 


»Tis the Practice of the Great. 


SONG 200. Damon A Cantata. 
RECITATIVO- 


Eneath ſome ſpreading Breech I'll lull my Cares 

R* Sigh to the Wind, and wet the Earth with 
Tears 5 
No more my Pipe ſhall rend the verdant Pla ins, 
Nor lofty Hs refourd the mirthful Strains; 
Stretch'd on the dewy Earth fſecute I] lay, 
And mourn with Ph;/omela on the Sprey. 
S8 8 
Why did I geze with tender Joy, 
Upon the lovely Maid, 


Where riſing Sweets the Eyes decoy, 


And (acred Peace invade : 


_ Unhappy Swain, rp me, 


Since Delia's ſalſe, ah ! cruel ſhe, 
Since Delia's falſe, &c. 
RECITAFFLY Q 
Hide me for ever from her Face, ye Groves, 
W here tuneſy] Songſters tell their little Loves. 


But, oh 
It De 
W hat 8 
Of E. 
Gr 

Sw 

Bi! 

Bri 

Br. 

Try the 
Cupid, i 


SON 


Ee, 

Ar 

You ſh 
How qi 
The Su 
Tempt: 
A Galt 
Aud al 
Ard all 


So you 
Will q. 
Where 
Thoug 
{ he Br 
Will i 
A Bre: 
As tot 
As to, 


The N 
Con fin 
One er 


You of 


( 147 ) 
AFR. 
But, oh ! what Glee would fill my Heart, 


It Delia once was true ; 
What Scene could e'er ſuch Bliſs impart 
Of Beauties ever new? 
Graceful Air, 
Sweet as fair, 
Blith as May, 
Bright as Day, 
Bright as Day. | 
Try the lovely Nymph to move 
Cupid, gentle God of Love, 


Ee, Daphne, ſee, Florello cry'd, 
And learn the ſad Effects of Pride, 

You ſhelter'd Roſe how cloſe conceal'd, 
How quickly blaſted when reveaPd : 
The Sun with warm attractive Rays, 
Tempts it to wanton in the B'aze; 
A Gale ſucceed from eaſtern Skies, 
Ard all its bluſhing Beauty dies, 
Ard all, We. 


So you my Fair with Charms divine, 
Will quit the Plain at Court to ſhine ; 
Where Fame's tranſporting Rays allare, 
Though here more happy. more ſecure, 
be Breath of ſome neglected Maid 
Will make you ſigh you left the Shade; 
A Breach to Beauty's Bloom unkind, 
As to the Roſe the eaſtern Wind. 

As to, Wc. 


The Ny mph reply'd, you frſt,, my Swain, 
Confine your Sonnets to the Plain; 
One envious Tongue alike diſarms 


You of your Wit me of your Charms, 
| = 


Cupid, gentle, & e. 
SONG 201. See, Daphne, ſee, &c- 
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( 
eatd, what is the tuveful Shrill, 
tt unknown, the Pocc's Skil? 
nat, unadm: red, 2a chatmiag Mein, 


O, what the Ruſs” s Bluſh uiicen? 
Or what, ©: 


SONG 202. The Syrens ne {9 


Ulyſſes. 


_ her, ſweet LJ, es, haſte, 
. NMauy Beauty,; CON? 3 taſte, 
Wat the Puwers o. lite untold, 
Joys too mighty to be told, 
Joys too mighty, &c. 
Taſte what Extaſies they give, 
Dying Kaptutes, taſte and jive, 
Taile what Extafies, & C 
3 Nature ſheds her Stoie, 
hr ling Joys unſelt before 
Sweety languithing Defices, 
Fierce Delights, and am'ious Fires, 
Fierce Deligbis, &c. 
gweeteſt, doft thou yet dela, 7. 
Manly Beau: y, come away. 
| Seeetell, &c, 
Liſt not when the Froward chide, 
Sons of Fedan:ry ard Pride ; 
Snarlers to whe ireble Senſe 
April Suuſnine is Offence, 
Avril Susſhine, &Cc, 
Envious Age alone decries 


Fr leaiures which [ om Love 2:1e, 
Envious Age, &c. 

Come in Pleaſures, balmy Bowl, 
Slake the Thirſting of my scul. 
Till thy raptur'd Powers are faint, 
Joys too exqu uiſite to paint, 

Fovs too e Nc. 
Eweete?, doit thou yet delay? 
I\iagly Beauty, come away. 


Smeetel?, &c. 


Bat f1n 
Her Be 
ml nd Ci 
Js juſt 
Is 3. 
CG 


Whey 
] vow 
While 
Too ſv 

Too 
But ft: 
My fic 
And [ 


* 19. ) 


SONG 203. To Chloe's Vit, Rc. 


Damon. 
O Chlee's Wit and Bloom, ard Youth, 
1 I vow'd and ſwore eternal Truth; 


I. flaw'ry Meade to toy and ſport, 
] thovgit the Semmer's Day too ſhort, 
[ thought &c, | 
Bat ſince the Nymph refiun'd her Charms, 
Her Beauties wither in my Arms, 
And Chloe gentle, k nd and fair, 
Is juſt as other Women are, 
Is juſt Oc. 
Chloe. 
When Damen gentle was and trie, 
] vow'd as other Maidens do; 
While humble at my Feet he lay, 
Too ſwiltly paſs'd the Summer's Day, 
Too ſwiftly. Sc. 
But ſince I fondly ſaid T will, 
My fick'e Swain has lov'd his Fill, 
And Damon once my Pride and Care, 
Js juſt as qrher Shepherds are, 


Is juſt, Se. < 0 


Damon. 


Upon the Muſick of her Tongue, 

All Day with ſweet Delight 1 hung; 

Again I cry'd, again that Strain, 

And kiſe'd her Lips, and kiſs'd again, 
And kiſs'd, Oc. 

But now her Voice ſo harſh is grown, 

The Raven croaks a ſweeter Tone; 

I ſtop my Ears, and join the Throng 

Where Phillis ſings a tweeter Song, 
Where £billis, Oc. | 


Chloe 
When Daimon met me on the Plain, 
1 wiſh'd and gaz'd, and wiſn'd again 3 
N 2 2 
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( 
Each Moment ſeem'd a tedious Day, 
If gentle Damon was away. 
1 gentle, &c, 
But, wiſer now, no more I burn, 
Or languiſh for my Swain's Return, 
But haiten to the conſcious Vale, 
Where Thir/is tells a ſweeter Tale, 

Where Thirfis, Fe, | 


_ Bath. 


No longer then let each upbraid 
"The roving Youth, or faithleſs Maid ; 


The Swain that wancers like the Bee, 


Sho11d find the Nymph as falſe as he; 
hould find, &c. 

The Flame negieQ-dSaint'y burns; 

The fickle God demands Returns; 

»T'is mutual Love that wa: ms D. fire, 


And fans and feeds the conitant Fire, 
And ſans, &c. 


SONG 204. Muirland Willie. 


Aken and I will tell you how, 
Young Muirland Willie came to wao, 
1 ho' be could neither ſay nor do; 
The Troth I'll tell to you. 
But ay he cried, what e'er betide, 
Maggy. I'ſe hate her to be my Bride, 
With a fal dal, &c, 


On hie Grey Vad as he did ride, 

With Dirk and Piſtol by his Side, 

He prick'd her on wi' mickle Pride, 
WY mickle Mirth and Glee. 

Out o'er yon Moſs, out o'er yon Muir, 

Till he came to her Daddie's Door, 

With a fal, &c, | 


Goodman, quoth he, be ye within, 
I'm come your Doghter's Love to win, 
Icare no for making meikle Din; 


What Anſwer gi'ye me ? 


Now, \ 
I'll gie 

With 
Now, ; 
Where 
I think 


Beides. 
A Feat 
Vit! 
Tae M 
She wa 
1 wat © 
B 

The L 
And g. 
Wit! 


To wit 
I'm yo 
And fo 
K 

He toc 
He dig 
Wit! 


C 48k -) 


Now, Woer, quoth he, wou'd ye light down, a 
1 I] gle ye my Doghter” 5 Love to win, i 
With a tal, &c. 4 


Now, Woer, fin ye are lighted down, 
Where do ye win, or ip What Town ? 
I tniok my Doghter winna gloom 
On hc a Lad as ye 
The Woer be ſtepp'd up the Houſe, 
And wow but he was wol d'rous crouſe | 
With a fal, &c, 


I have three Owſen 1 ina Plough, 
we good gaben Yads, and Gear enough, 
The Place they ca' it Cadenoogh; 
1 ſcorn to tell a Lie: 5 
Beſides, I ha frze the great Laird 
A Peat Pat and Lang Kall Yard, ; 
With a fal, &c. 33 


ae Maid pat on her Kirtle brown, 
She was the braweſt ig a' the Towns ; 
1 wat on him ſhe did not gloom, 
But blink'd it Bonnilie. 
The Lover he ſteaded up in Haſte, 
And gript her hard about the Waiſt, 
With a fal, &c. 


To win your Love, Maid, I'm come here, 
I'm young ard hae encrgh o' Gear; 
And for myſelf ye need nae fear, 
Troth try me whan ye like, 
He took aff his Bonnet and ſpat out his Chew, 
He dighted his Gab, and pri'd her Mou', 
With a fal, &c. 


The Maiden b!uſht, and bing'd fu law, 
She had nae Will to ſay him na, 
But to her Daddie ſhe left it a'. 
A. they twa cou'd agree 
Lover he ga'e her 'tither Kiſs, *3 
2 ran to her Daddie to tell'd him this, 
Vic a fal, &c, 
Na 


Ti 


eee A 


( 230 Þ 


Your Doghter wad no ſay me na, ED For 
But to your ſell ſhe has left it a', And 
As we cou'd agree he: ween us twa: Shs 


Say what'li ye ge'me wyher ? 
Now, Woer, quo? he, I ha'e na meikle,. 
Bui fic's I hate ye's get a Pickle, 

With a fal, &c, 2 
j 4 
A Kinfu' of Coro I'll g'e to thee, 1 = 
Three Soums of Sheep, twa good Milk Kee 3: 
Ye's ha'e the Wadding Dinner free 5 

Truth, I can do na mair, 

Content, quoth he, a Bargain be't, 
I'ſe far frae hame, make haſte, let's dee't. She. 

With a fal &c. | 
The Bridal Day it came to paſs, 
Wi' mony a blythſome Lad and Laſs 3. 


But ſicken a Day thege evet Was, 
Sic Mirth was never ſeen. 
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q This wipſome Coup e ftraked Hands, OC 
jj 5 vs EL the Marriage Bands, | O C 
I len à fal, &c. ; | May 
q And our Bride's Maidens were na few,. And 
44 Wi Tap k ots, Lug knots, a' in blue, p 
| 0 


Frae Tap to Tae they were braw. new. 
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411 Ani blink'd it banailie. 
4 Their Toys and Mutches were ſae clean, 
5 I'bey glanced in our Lads's Een, | _ 
4 With a fal, &c 
| Sic Hirdum Dirdum and fic Din, | 8 
ö Wi' he o er her, and ſhe o'er him; Car 


The Minſtrels they did never blin, 
Wi' mickle Mirth and Glee. 
And ay they bobit ad ay they beckt, 


And ay their Wames together met, | The 
With a fal, &c. | In! 
SONG 205, The Intrigue. Wh 

Fle * Ake haſte and away mine only dear, My 


t 


1 i prithge make Kaſte away 
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E 083 
For all at the Gate yourerue Love he does wait, 
And I prithce make no delay 


She. O how ſhall I ſteal away my Love, 
O how ſhall I teal away; 
My Daddy is near ard 1 dare not for fear, 
Pray come then another Day 


He. O this is the only Day my Life, 
O this is the only Day; 
Pl dra him aſide while you throw the Gate 
wide, 
And then you may ſteal away, 
She. Then prithee make no delay my dear, 
Then prithee make no celay ; 
We'l! ſerve him a Trick for Ill flip in the 
nick, | 
And to my true Love away. 


CHORUS 
O Cupid befriend a loving Pair, 
O Cupid befriend us we pray ;. 
May our Stratagem take for thine own ſweet ſake; 
And Amen, let all true Lovers fay.. 


SONG 206. The Compaſſionate: 
— Maia. 


EE Phillis, yonder Bower, 
With every beautious Flower, 
And twining Green array'd ; 
Sweet ſorquills, Daffodillies, 
Caroations, Roſes, Lill ies, 
Invite us ro the Shade; 


lav te, Se. 


There claſping thee my Treaſure, 
In Extacy bove meaſure, 
I'il on your Boſom lye 3. .. 
W hile you're with Looks expiring, 
My bl {sful Death defiring, 
My Soul with Joy ſhall fly. 


— 


( 154 3 


Wich balmy melting Kifſse, 
I'll crown my dyirg B. fles, 
Whilſt fre 10 P:ty ety. 
My Le ve, I'“! | 
But in this +m'ruw Duel, 


4 
1 111 r 33 18. 
1011 108 Qie 


SONG 207. Tel me my Delia, &c. 


ELL ine ny Delia, teil me u uy. 
My k ug ic (oncell locks you fly; 
Wat mans hat Frown vpon iy brow, 
Have [ff. dt d, tell me how, 
What means that Frown, &c. 
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Some chapge has bappen'd 1:3 thy Heart, 
Some 1ival there has ſtol'n a part; 
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Reaton thoſe fears may diſapprove, 
But oh II fear, becauſe I] love. 
SONG 208. Save Women, &c. 
Ave Women and Wine. there is nothing in Life 
That can bribe honeſt Souls to endure it: 
Wuhen the Heart is pe: p. ex'd, and ſuftounded with 
Care, 
Dear Women and Wine only ct cure it. 
Dear Women, &c, 
Come on, then, my Boys, we'll have Women and 
W ne, 
And wiſely to Purpoſe employ them: 
He's a Fool that refuſes ſuch Bleſſings divine, 
W hillt Vigour and Health can enjoy them. ; 
As Women and Wine, dear Women and Wine. 
FWhillt Vigour, &c. | 
Our Wine ſhall be old, bright and ſound, my dear g 
| . | 
To heighten our amorous Fires; Ne 
Our Girls young and ſound, ſhal) k ſs with a Smack, | oy 
And gratify all our Deſites; 
The Bottles we'll crack, and the Girls we'll Smack, 
And gratif, &c. | Ur 
6 Al 


1 


SONG 209 [hat care I, XG 


J Hat care | for Affairs of State? 
Or who is rich, or who 1s preat ? 
How far abroad the ambitious roam, 
To bring our Gold or Silver home ? 
What is*'c to me if France or Spain, 
Conſent to Peace, or War maintain. 


I pay my Taxes, Peace or War, 

And wiſh all well at Gibraltar: 

But mind the Cardinal no more, 

Than any other ſcarlet Whore : 

Grant me, ye Powers, but Health and Reft, 
And let who will the World conteſt. 


Near ſome ſmooth Stream, oh! let me keep, 
My Liberty, and feed my Sheep, 

A ſhidy walk wel! lin'd with Trees, 

A Garden with a Range of Bees; 

An Orchard which good Apples bears, 
Where Spring a long green Mantle wears, 


Where Winters never are ſevere, 

Good Barley lands to make good Beer ; 
With Entrtainment for a Friend, | 
To ſpend in Peace my latter Rnd : 

In Honeſty and home ſpun grey, 

And let the Evening crown the Day: 


SONG 210. The Card invites, 


HE Card invites in Crowds we fly, 
To join the jovial Rout, full Cry ; 
What Joy from Cares and Flagues all Day. 
To hie to the midnight Hark-atway, 


Nor Want, nor Pain, nor carief, nor Care, 
Nor dro: iſh Hur#bangs enter there, 
The briſk the bold, the young and pay, 
And roar to the jolly Hurt away, 


Uncounted ſtrikes the Morning Clock, 
And drew!ly Watchmen idly knock ; 
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Can 2» 
Jill Day light peers we ſport and play, 
All hie to the Midnight Hari-away, 


When tir'd with Sport, to bed we creep, 

And kill the tedious Day with Sleep; 
Tomorrow's welcome Call obey, 
And again to the miduight Ha! feazvay 


SONG 211. How happy 1s the, &c. 


OW happy is the Maid ! 
Who lives a rural Lite ; 
By no falſe Views betray'd, 
To know domeſtick Strife 3 


No Paſſion ſways her Mind, 


Or Wiſhes to be great; 
To humble Hopes covfin'd, 
She ſhucs the flattrirg Bait. 


Her Soul with cold Diſdain, 
Above the Pomp of Pride, 


Beholds the rich and vain, 


In gilded Fetters tied. 


While Titles, Wealth and Pow'r, 


The gaudy Scene diſplay; 


And Pageants of an Hour, ; 


In Darkneſs glide away. 


But if ſome gentle Boy, 

Her faithful Boom ſhare, - 
He doubles all her Joy, 

And I:{{:ns all her Care. 
Their Moments on the Wing, 

The mutual bliſs improve; 
And give perpetual Spring, 

To Viriue, Truth, and Love, 


SONG 212. Maſich has power, &c, 


| Ulick has power to melt the Soul, 
By beauty Nature's {way'd, 


Each can the Univerſe controul, 
Wichout the othet's aid, 


Bat bo. 
And 
Muſic « 
And 


What 
The. 
Oh ! le 
Or !. 


SON 


B. 
J hen: 
Lore 
Fully | 
Spri 
Vales « 
All 


Then 
Wi 
Round 
Roy 
Nymj 
Vi 
Wniſf 


Kc 
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Bat how together both appear, 
Ind force urited try! 

Moſtc enchapts che liſt' bing Ear, 
And Beauty charms the Eye. 


What Croelty theſe Pow'rs to join! 
Theſe Tarniparts who can bear ? 

Oh ! let the Sound be leſs divine, 
Or look the Nympi leſs fair. 


SONG 213. Bleſt Age of Cold, &c. 


Leſt Age of Gold comeleatly bleſt, 
That with Milk and Honey fi.w'd, 
1 hen the Earth a yet at reit, | 
Gore unpiow'd its pienievus Load: 
Full) bleſt, and all ſerene, 
Spriog,eternally begun; 
Vales ole Gloom e ugſeen, 
All ws light and cheatrfal Sana. 


Then little Loves did dancing go. 
Without a Quivir, Torch, or Bow, 
Round and thro! the Beds of Flowers, 
Round the limpid Springs and Bowe'g, 
Nympus and Shepherds mix'd in Play 
Whiſpers ſoſt, and Gefſtures 
Wniſpers that fore--an a Kits, 
kecetv'd with Warinth, repay'd with Bl is, 


SONG 214 Mad Beſs. 


1 *. 


Rom 6Glent Shades and Eliſian Groves, 
| A. Wae:e ſad departed Spirits M2urn their Loves, 
From chryſtal Streams, and from that Country 
where 


N 
©. 


Fove Crowns the Fields with Flowers all the Year, 
Poor ſenſclefs Be/5 cluath'd io het Rags and Folly, 


Is come to cure her love fick Melancholly. 


Brio ht Cynthia kept her Revels late, 
While 3445 the Fairy Queen did Dance, 
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C 158 * 
And Oberon did ſit in State, 
W hen Mars at Venus ran his Lance: 
In yonder Cow ſl p lies my Dear 
Entomb'd in liquid Gems of Dew, 
Each Day I'!l Water it with a Tear, 
The fading Bloſſom to renew. 
For ſince my Love is dead, and all my Joys are 
| gone, 0 
Poor Beſs for his Sake, 
A Garland will make, 
My Muſick ſhall be a Groan. 
Vii lay me dows and die within ſome hollow Tree, 
The Raven and Cat, 
The Owl and Bat, 
Shall warb'e foith my Elegy. 
Did you not fee my Love as he paſt by you, 
His two flaming Eyes, if he come nigh you, 
They will ſcotch up your Hearts, Ladies beware ye 
Leſt he ſhou!d cart a (Glance that mzy enſnate ye. 
Hark. hark II hear od Chiron bawl, 
His Boat will no longer Stay, 
The Furie, Jah their Whips ad call, 
Come, come away, came, come away. 
Poor Beſs will return to the Place whence ſhe came, 
Since the World is ſo mad, ſhe can hope or no 
cure; 
For Love's grown a Bubble, a Shadow, a Name, 
Waich Fools do admire, and wiſe Men endute, 
Cid and Hungry am I growo, 
Ambroſia will I feed upon, 
Drink Nectar ſtill fing, 
WW ho 1s Content. 
Does all Scrrow prevent, 
And Bz/s in her Straw, 
W hiſt free from the Law, 
In her Thoughts is as great, as great as a King, 


SONG 215. On every Hill, &c. 
N every Hill, in every Grove, | 
Along the Margin of each Stream, 


Tx 


( 159 ) 


Dear conſcious Scenes of former Love, 

I mourn, and Damon is my Theme: 
The Hills, the Groves the Streams remain, 
But Damon ft. Il I ſeek in vain. 


Now to the moſſy Cave I fly, 
Where to my Swain I oft have ſung, 
Well pleas'd the browzing Goats to ipy, 
As o'er the aery Steep they hung, 
The moſſy Cave, the Goats remain, 
But Damon ſtill I ſeek in vain 


Now thro” the rambling Vale I paſs, 

And ſigh to ſee the well known Shade, 
] weep, and kiſs the bended Graſs, 

Where Love and Damoa fondly play'd. 
The Vale, tbe Shade, the Graſs remain, 
But Damon ſtill I ſeek in vain. 


From Hill, from Dale, each Charm is fled, 
Groves, Flocks, and Fountains pleaſe no more, 
Each Flower in Pity droops its Head, 

All Nature does my Loſs deplore, 
All, all reproach the faithleſs Swain, 
Yet Damon till I ſeek in vain. 


RECETATIVE. 


Love, the greateſt Bliſs below, 
How to taſte few Women know; 
Fewer ſtill the Way have hit, 
How a fickle Swain to quit. 
Simple Nymph, then learn of me, 
How to treat Inconſtancy. 


SONG 216 Genius of England? 


Enius of England from thy pleaſant Bow'r of 


Bliſs, . 
Ariſe and ſpread thy ſacred Wings ; 
Guard, guard from Foes the Briti/> State. 
Thou, on whoſe Smiles does wait, 


TW uncertain happy * of Monarchiss and Kings: 
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1 
Then follow, brave Boys, then follow, brave Boys, 
to the Wars, 

Follow, follow, follow, follow, follow follow, 

Follow, follow, follow, brave Boys, to the Wars, 

Follow, follow, follow, brave Boys, to the Wars, 
The Laurel you know's the Pr ze, 
The Laurel you know's the Prize: 

Who brirgs home the nobieſt, the nobleſt, 

The nobleit Scars, look: fineſt in Cælia's Eyes? 
Then ſhake off ſlothful Eaſe, 

Let Glo:y, let Glory, let Glory, inſpire your Hearts, 
Remember a Soldier in War and in Peace, 
Remember a Soldier in War, in War and in Peace, 

Ts the nobleſt of all other Arts: 

Remember a Soldier in War and in Peace, 
Remember a Soldier in War, in War and in Peace, 

Is the- nobleſt of all other Arts 


SONG 217, When Lucinda's, &c. 


J Hen Lucinda's blooming Beauty, 
Did the eager Town ſurprize 3 
Strephon foiemoſt paid his Duty, 
And there fix'd his wond'ring Eyes: 
Like to Lillies mix'd with Roſes, 
Are the Tiactures of her Face; 
And her brighter Mind diſcloſes 
Charms we no where elſe can trace, 


She alone the Life of Pleaſure, 

Makes the Ball, the Pa k, the Play; 
Scatt'ring round her radiant Treaſure, 
Gives her Slaves a Golden Day: 
Yet „hole thoughts ars too alpiring, 

Of her Magick Pow'r beware; 
Learn to live by firift admiring, 
Love ſhe Tortures with Deſpare, 


SONG 218. Connoiſſetrs ! have, 


Onnoifleurs ! have ye heard=Blow, blow 
That's ſung by Tomy Lowe, d 
4d let by Tomy Arne |! 


O Lc 
And 


Say, 


The 


He el 
Salut. 


The 
Tom & 


Ard n 


With 
She ſtr 
So ſoit 
Gives 


C mar } 


O Lowe l he hogs lo ſweet, 
And Arne he plays ſo neat, 
They raviſh all, and charm ! 


Say, Sirs, have ye alſo heard, 
The famous Jonny Beard, 
That ſmit the grandee fair; 
He chants the Early Horn, 
Salutes the Welcome Morn, 
And Happy, happy Pair, 


The merrieſt Rogue alive, 
Tom Salway ill doth thrive, 
In Humour, Joke, ard Song, 
The ſtout Moor of Moor. Hall, 
The Dragon's hide doth maul, 
And lays kim all along, 


X 7 Re-—={s much doth ſhine, 
In Notes, ſo fierce and fine, 

*Tis doubtful how to fix ; 
Yet Artiſts all agree, 
Such Notes mult ſuerly be 

Signs of the ſofter Scx. 


Tho? laſt not leaſt in Fame, 
Kit Clive's all pleaſing Name, 
When chang'd to Fob/in's Nell: 
The vain Life of a Beau; 
The Cuckow Song alſo, 
She Tunes delightſul well, 
Sweet Sounds of [/rae/. 


SONG 219. Love and Harmony. 


Ow like Elyüum is the Grove, 

. When chalt Dorinda ſings of Love; 3 
It charms the troubled Soul to reſt, 
Ard makes a Calm in ev'ry Breaſt, 
Wich various kirds of Harmony 
She ſtrikes at once the Ear and Eye; 
So ſoit her Voice, and ſbe ſo Fair, 
Gives double ſweetneſs to the Air. 

O 2 
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The wretched Shepherd dumb with Pain. 
And Grief, too heavy to complain, 
When ſweet Dorinda tunes her Voice, 
Forgets his Woe, and dreams of Joys. 

Oh levely Charmer ! be ſo kind 

To eaſe tometimes a Wreich's Mind. 
H's Griefs with gentle Sounds controul, 
And breathe a Balm into his Soul. 


SONG 220. Cl Chiron, &. 


LD Chi-on thus preaci'd to his Pup:), 
Achilles; | 
tell you young Gentleman, what the Fates Will 
You my Boy mult go, . 
Tae Gods will have it ſo, 
To the Siege of Troy, 
Tbence never to return io Grece again; 
But beſore thoſe Walls :o be ſlain, 


Let pot your noble Courage be cat down, 

Bot all the wnile you lie before the Town, 

Drink ard drive Care away, drink and be merry, 
You'll ne'er go the ſooner to the Stygian Ferry, 


SONG 221, Look where my, &c. 


Ook where my dear F/5re/{a ſmiles, 
Florella heav'nly Charmer; 
See how with all their Arts and Wiles, 
The Loves and Graces arm her : 
A Bluſh ſits glowirg on her Cheeks, 
Fair Seats of youthful Pleaſures ; 
There Love in ſmiling Language ſpeaks, 
Tnere ſpreads his roſy Treaſures 


O faireſt Maid! I own thy Power, 
I Gaze, I Sigh, and Languiſn, 
Vet ever will thy Charms adore, 
And triumph in my Anguith. 
But eaſe, O Charmer ! eaſe my Care, 
And let my Tormeats move thee ; 
As thou art faireſt of the Fair, | 
So I the dearck love thee. 
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SONG 222. Ny Phœbus, &c. 


| OW Phevns finketh in the Weſt, 
Welcome, Soug and Welcome Jeſt, 

IV.1d»vight Shout, and Reveiry, 

Tipſy, Dance and Jollity . 

Braid your Locks with roſy Twine, 

Dropping Odours, dropping Wine. 

Rigo:r now is gone to bed, 

And Advice with ſerup'lous Head, 

Suit Age and ſow'r Severity, 

With their grave Saws in Slumber lie, 

Braid your Loeks w th roſy T'wine, 

D:opping Odours, dropping Wine, 

 Dropping-Qdours, &c. 


223. Lillibullcro. 


lodes of the Court ſo édmmon are 
— rown. 
'That a true Friend can hard'y be met ; 
F:iendihip for In'treſt is but a Loan, 
Wich they let out for what, they 
'Tiz-true you fied 
Some Friends ſo kind, 
Who will give you good Co 
defend ; 
In forrow fu Det, 
They promiſe; they pity, _ | 
But ſh ft you for Money, from friend to Friend. 


SONG 224. Stella, Darling of, XC. 


Tella, Darling of the Muſes, 
ha rer than the blooming Spring, 

Sweeteſt Theme the Poet chuſes 

When of thee he ſtrives to ſing; 
While my Soul with Wonder traces, 

All chy Charms of Face and Mind, 
All the Beauties, all the Graces 

Of thy Sex in thee Had. 

„ 


an get. 


el themſelves to 


( 164) 
Love and oy and Admiration, 
[on my /Breaſt alternate riſe, 


Words nb more can paint my Paſſion, 
ian the Pencil can thy Eyes. 


Laviſh Nature, thee adorning, 

O'er thy Lp, and Cheeks hath ſpread, 
ofours, that out ſhine the Morning, 
Smiling with Celeſtial Rd. 


Could the Gods, in Bleſt Condition; 
Ought on Earth with Envy view, 
Lovely Sella, their Ambition 

Would be' to reſemble you. 


SONG 225. Happy Hours, &c. 


Appy Hours ail Hours excelling, 195 
When retir*d from Crowds and Noiſe; 

Happy is that ſilent Dwelling, 

Fill'd with ſelf poſſ:fhng Joys? 
Happy's that contented Creature, 

Who with feweſt Things is pleas'd 
And conſults the Voice of Nature, 

When of loving Fancy's eas'd. 


Every Paſſion wiſely moving, 

Juit as Reaſon turns the Scale, 
Ev'ry State of Life improving, 

That no anxious Thought prevail; 
Happy Man who thus, poll ſſes, 

Lif- with ſome Companion dear, 
Joy imparted ſtill encteaſes, 

Griets wien told ſoon diſappear, 


SONG 226. Ses ſee, my, &c. 


Tree Nymphs contended for my Heart, 
; With different Charms and Grace; 
The firſt fold Puddiogs Pies and Tarts, 
The ſecond Pins and Lace 
The third employ'd ber ſelf to cry 
Tas News three Times a Week, 3 


<< nd ot wt 


: 


Then ev'ry Night *twas her Delight, 
To cry, Hot bak'd Ox Cheek. 


Look, Gods tom your ce eſtial Bowers, 
And guide me to the beſt, 
5 And may my Faculties and Powers, 
Of Heart and Mind be bleſt, 
Whilſt thus I c y'd, the Gods reply'd; 5 
Thy Fate endure thou muſt, | 
The Nymph we've choſen for thy Bride, 
Sifts Cinders from the Duſt. 


[SONG 227. Te Swains who, &. 


E Swains who pcfieſs the rich Treaſure, 
Which Youth and gay Liberty bring, 
Oh lay it out wiſely on Pleaſure, 
And make the beſt Ule of the Spring. 
Did you know with how tender a Paſſion, 
Fond Lovers their Moments improve, 
You'd think Life cot worth the Poſſeſſion, 
Except it were ſesſon'd with Love 3. 
Except it were, Oc. 


Your own ſimple Conduct reproviog, 
Moſt mourofully. ſigbing you'd ſay, 
| W bat Hours have 1 loſt without loving, 
| V/ hat an Age have I ſquander'd away? \ 
Tte Heroes immortal in Story, | 
- By this their Divinity prove: 
Wou'd you riſe to be m ghty in G'ory, 
Like them ye muſt ſeek it in Love; 
Like them, &c. 


SONG 228, The ſweet roſy, &c. 


F ſweet roſy Morning 
Peeps over the Hills, 


With Bleuſhes adorning 
The Madows and Fields | 
While the merry, merry, merry Horn calls, 
Come, come, come away, 
Awake from your Slomber, 
And hail the new Day. ; 


( 166 ) 


The Stag rous'd before us, 
Away ſeems to fly, 
And pants to the Cnoi us 
Ot Hounors in full Cry 
Then follow, follow. follow 


The muſical Ch ſe, | ; Th: 

W here Pleaiu e, and vigoious | E 

Health you embrace, Thy 

The Day's Sport when over, a | 4 

Makes Blood circle right, | h Ah 

And gives the br ſk Lover F 

Freſh Charms tor the Night. | If t 

1 Then let us, let us now enjoy : 
[ All we can while we may, 

ö Let Love crown the Night, | 8 O | 

| As our Sports crown the Day. 4 \ 

| al 

SONG 229 The Worm. 8 

ö Ow much eg egious Moore by 8 5 Ou! 

| Dec:iv'd by Stews and Foim: ! 8 

13 W batcter we think, „hat e'er we „ Ex 

All human Kind ace Worms, \ 


Man is a very Worm by Birth, 
Vile Reptile, weak, ard vain ; 
A wie he craw!s upon the Earth, g 

Then ſhrluks to Earth again. 


That Woman isa Worm we fiad, 
E'er ſince our Grandame's Evil ; 
She firſt conver>'d with her own Kind, 
That. ancient Worm the Devil, 


. 


The Learn'd th: mſelves we Book. Worms name; 
The B ockhead is a Slow) Worm; 

The Nympb, wboſe Tail is al! on Flame, 

Is aptly term'd a Glow Worm. 


The Fops are painted Butter Flies, 

That flutter for a Day; 
Firſt from a Worm they take their Riſe, 
Then in a Worm decay. 


( 1679 ) 
The Flatterer an Earwig grows; 
Some Worms ſuit all Conditions; 
Miſers are Muck Worm; Silk-Worms Beaus, 
Death Watches Phyſicians. | 


| That Stateſmen have the Worm, is ſeen 

| By all their winding Play z 
Their Conſcience is a Worm within, 

. - That gnaws them Night and Day, 


Ah ! Moore, thy Skill were well employ'd, 
And g eater Gain would rite, 

If thou could'ſt make che Courtier void 
The Worm that never dies, 


O learned Friend of Abchurch lane, 
Wo ſet'ſt our Entrails free! 
Vain is thy Art, thy Powder vain, 

Since Worms ſhall eat e'en thee | 


Our Fate thou only canſt adjourn 
Some few ſhart Years, no more! 

Ev'a Button's Wits to Worms ſhall turn, 
Which Maggats were before. 


SONG 2 30. By a cool Fountain, 


Va cool Fountain's vedant Side, 
The bright Celinda lay; | 
Her Looks increas'd the Summer's Pride, 
Her Eyes the Blaze of Day. | 


The Roſes bled wil Seper red, 
| To ſee their Charms outdone 3 
The Lillies ſunk beneath their Bed, 
To ſee ſuch Rivals ſhown, 


Quick thro? the Air, to his retreat, 
A Bee induſtrious fl-w ; 
Prepar'd to rifle every ſweet, 
And ſip the balmy Dew. 


Drawn by the fragrance of her Breath, 
Her roſy Lips he found ;. 
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Send him Victorious, 


616 
Where he in Tranſport met his Death, 
And dropt upon the Ground, 
Enjoy, bleſt Bee, erjoy thy Fate, 
Nor at thy Fall repine ; 


Each God would quit his bliſsful State, 
To ſhare a Joy like thine, 


SONG 231. The Grand Chorus, 


Od ſave our noble King, 
Long live great GEORGE our King, = 
God fave the King. J 


Happy and (Glorious, 

Long to reign over us, 
God ſave the King. 

O Lord our God ariſe, | 

Scatter his Enemies, | 

And make them fall, 

Confound their Politicks, 

Fruſtrate their kneviſh Tricks, 

In Thee our Ropes we fix, 

O ſave us all, 

Thy choiceſt Giſts in Store, | 

On GEORGE vouckiafe to poor, 
Lorg may be Reign, 

May he defend our Laws, 

And ever give us cauſe, 


To ſay with Heart and Voice, ; 
God ſave the King, 


FI N 1 & 


